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PROLOGUE, > N th & 


WRITTEN BY JOHN TAYLOR, * 


SsSPORkEN BT MR. HOLMAN, 


WHAT can we now invite you to phrtakie,.. 
When realms have been exhauſted for your ſake, © 
And ample Nature travers'd o'er and oer, 
Till all her beaten haunts will yield no more? 
From climes where Phcebus pours his brighteſt ray 


To where ſcarce faintly gleams the twilight day, 


The dauntleſs Bard has urg'd his vent'rous aim, 

To greet you ſtill with freſh Dramatic game. 

One noble Hunter, of the Theſpian train, 

Ruſh'd from his Avon's fide o'er earth's domain, 

And brought with happy Magic, more than toll, | 

The motley tribes of ev'ry varying ſoil; 

While his quick eye ſo widely could explore 

That Time himſelf, ſhall ne'er diſcover more: 

Nay, in the track of his ſublime career, 

We paſs the bounds of Nature's humble ſphere ; 

And zealous after all our ſearch has found, 

Through radiant wilds of Fancy's fairy ground; 

Once more the arduous chace we dare purſue, 

And fondly hope we've ſtarted ſomething new. 
Our Hero, for ſo far we may diſcover, 

Is a young Actor, and of courſe a lover! 

But, what, perhaps, will raiſe no light ſurpriſe! 

Though uſed to various ſhapes, above diſguiſe. 

Fictitious language, of a borrow'd part, 

Sports from his tongue, indeed, but nor his heart! 

For Nature's warm and abſolute controul 

Guides ev'ry impulſe of his gen'rous ſoul, 

Sure ſach a part your favour muſt engage, 

And though a ſtranger on the mimic ſtage, 


PROLOGUE, 


Yet may the Scenic band, with honeſt pride! 
Howe'er by formal Prejudice decry'd, 
 Boaſt as fair patterns of domeſtic worth, 
As that our preſent Drama pictures forth! 

Let then the Bard, who vindicates our cauſe, 
Obtain the ſanction of your warm applauſe! 
So may we prove, in ſpite of prudiſh Spleen! 
Actors can feel beyond the paſſing ſcene; 
And long, too harſhly deem'd a thoughtleſs kind, 
Live to the friendly model he deſign'd, 
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"SCENE 1. 
A Parlour in Lavy AMARANTH'S« 


Enter Joan Doxr. 


n 
* 


F INE cruizing this! without flip or biſcuit 
don't know who's the ' governor of this here 
fort; but if he can victual us a few—how hol-_ 
low my bread room ſounds! ( friking bis Ades 
Pm as empty as a ſtoved keg, and as tired as au 
old Dutchman my obſtinate maſter, Sir George, 
7 tow my old hulk—aboard the houſe, ha, 
oy ! IBS Th \ 


VOL. 11. "> | | Sir 


a WILD OATS; „ 
— ͤ ᷣ g Inno — — 
Sir G. (without) John! John Dory! - 


Jobn. (fits) I'm at anchor. 


Ener S1 GD TRuNpDRR- 


Sir G. I don't know whoſe's houſe we've got 


into here, John; but I think, when he knows 
me, we may hope, for ſome refreſhment—Eh } 


(looking at Fobn) was not I your Captain? 
' Jobn. Les, and I Was your boatſwain. And 


what of all that? 


Sir G. Then how dare you fit in my preſence, 


you bluff head? 2 2 

Jobn. Why, for the matter of that I don't 
mind; but had I been your captain, and you my 
boatſwain, the man that ſtood by me at ſea, ſhould 
be welcome to fit before me pn land. (rifing) 

Sir G. That's true, my f John; offer to 
ſtand up, and, damme, if I dont knock you 
down—zounds ! I am as dry as a powder match 


—to ſail at the rate of ten knots an hour, over 


fallow aud ſtubble, from my on houfe, half a 


league this ſide of Goſport, and not catch theſe 


deſerters =o Fat 

John. In this here chace, you wanted the bal. 
laſt of wiſdom. LECT: | 

Sir G. How, firrah ! haſn't, my dear old 
friend, Dick Broadſide, got the command of the 
ſhip. T ſo often fought myſelf—to man it for him 
with expedition, didn't J offer two gyineas over 
the King's bounty ta every ſeaman that would 


enter on board her? Hav'n't theſe three ſcoun- 
drels fingered the ſhot, then ran, and did'nt 1 
do right to run after them? Damn the money! 
I no tnore mind that than a piece of clinker ; but 
but twas the pride of my heart to ſee my be- 


bored 


- 


1 
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loved ſhip (the Eagle) well mann'd whenmy old 
R friend is the commander. Ne : Fi, nent 11 
Jon. But ſince you've laid yourſelf up in or- 
dinary, retired. to live in quiet, on your own 
eſtate, and had done with all ſea affairs — 
Sir G. John, John, a man ſhould forget his 
own convenience for his country's good. Tho 
Broadſide's letter ſaid. theſe fellows were lurking 
about this part of Hampſhire, yet {ill its all 
hide and ſeek, +... e orn. 
John. Your ill luck.  _.. WY 
Sir G. Mine, you ſwab? --. 
Juobn. Ay, you've money and gold; but grace 
and good fortune have ſhook hands with you 
theſe nineteen years, for that rogue's trick you 
play'd poor Miſs Amelia, by deceiving her wich 
a ſham marriage, when you, paſſed yourſelf for 
Captain Seymour, and then putting off to ſea, 
leaving her to break her poor heart, and . ſince 


* oy * 


marrying another lady, N 
. Sir G. Wasn't I fort'd to it by my father? 
FJobn. Ay; becauſe ſhe had a great fortin, her 

death too was a judgment upon you. pa 

Sir G. Why, you impudent dog fiſb, upbraid 
me with running into falſe bay, When you were 
my pilot? Was'nt it you even brought me the 
mock clergyman that performed the ſham mar- 
riage with Amelia? ih s e 
Jiobn. Yes, you think ſo; but I took care to 
bring you a real clergyman. (ade) | 
Sir G. But is this a time or place for your 
lectures? At home, abroad, ſea, or land, you 
will ſtill badger me! mention my Wild Oats 
again and—you ſcoundrel, ſince the night my 
bed-curtains took fire, aboard the Eagle, you've 


got me quite into leading-ſtrings—you ſnatch= 
100 | C 2 ed 


' . {\ 


ti Wird ars 


E the bpen deck and welltd we into the fl 
to ſave me ne from being burnt Ewas almoſt drown« 
225 | | 
bn. You weld bit r me- 
Sir Geo. Yes, you dragg'd me out by the * 
like a water-dog—and 'cauſe applauded for that, 
ever fince you're ſo curſt careful of me, that only 
lifting my teg to ſtep a board a boat, you whi 
me vp, and uck me into it—laft weck, cau 

ou found the tenth bottle uncorked, you ruſhed 
in among my friends and ran away with me, and, 
next morning Captain O'Shanaghan ſends me a 
challenge for flinking off when he was toaſt. 
taſter ! ſo, to ſave me from a head-ach, you'd 
like to've got my brains blown out. 

Fhn. Oh, very well, be burnt in your bed, 


and tumble in the water by jumping Aits boats, 


like a tight fellow as you are, and poiſon your- 
felf with flow-juice ; fee if John 2 a piece of 
mouldy biſcuit about it. But I wiſh you hadn't 
made me your valet-de-Shamber. No ſooner 
was I got on ſhore after five years daſhing among 
rocks, ſhoals, and breakers, than you ſets me on 


a high trotting cart-horſe, which knockt me u 


and down like an old bomb=boat in the bay 
Biſcay, and here's nothing to drink after all! be- 
cauſe at home you keep open houſe, you think 
every body elſe does the ſame. 
Si G. Why, by failing into this ſtrange port 
we may be more free than welcome. 
Jobn. Holloa | Vil never ceaſe piping till it 
calls up a drop to wet my whiſtle. [Exit 
Sir G. Yes, (as John Dory remarks) I fear my 
trip thro” life will be attended with heavy ſ 


and ful weather. When my condutt to poor 


Amelia comes aihwart my mind, it's a 3 
L. "if 
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forthat day, and turn it at night, the batlad of 
% William and Margaret“ rings in my ear'( 1g) 
« In glided Margaret's W. ghoſt” ob, zounds! 
the Almas are coming upon me, and can't Ft 

x CY glaſs to—holloal © 2 


Enter EPHRABK SxooTn. 


Eph. Friend, what would'lt thou have? ?, 

Sir G. Grog. 

_ Eph. Neither man nor woman of chat name 
abideth here. 

Si G. Ha, ha, hal man and woman! then if 
you'll bring me Mr. Brandy and Mrs. Water, 
we'll couple them, and the firſt child. an 
will be maſter Grog. 

Eb. Thou doſt ſpeak i in parables, which I un- 
derſtand not. | 

Sir G. Sheer off with your ſanctifled poop, and 
ſend the gentleman of the houſe. 
Eßpb. The owner of this manſion is a maiden, 
and the approacheth. | 


Enter Lady AMARANTA. 


Lady Am. Friend, Ephriam Anbei did'ſ 
treu (turns, ſees Sir George) do 1 behold ? It ĩs 1 
how do'ſt thou uncle? 

Sir C. Is it poſſible you can be my niece, Lady 
Maria Amaranth Thunder? 

Lady Am, I am the daughter of thy deceaſed 
brother Loftus, called Earl Thunder, but no Lay 
dy, my name is Ma | 

Sir G. But, how is all-this ? Eh! ubethetted- 
y find you in a ſtrange houſe, of which old Six 
here 


it. 


14 1 ID OATS; ;, 
here tells me you're miſtreſs, turned Suter, 


and diſclaim your title! 


Lady Am. Title is vanity. W | 
Sir G. Why certainly I dropmy Lord . 1 


teſy for my Sir Knighthood acquired by my own. 


merit girl. | 
Lady Am. Thou knoweſt the relation to whoſe 


care my father left me? 


Sir G. Well! I know our couſin, old Dove-. 


houſe, was a Quaker! but 1 did'nt ſuſpect he 


would have made you one. 

Lady Am. Being now gathered to his fathers, 
he did bequeath unto — his wordly goods; 
amongſt them, this manſion and the lands around 


Eph. 80 thowbecam'ſt;and . continue -one of 
the faithful. I am executor of his will, and b 
it, I cannot give thee, Mary, poſſeſſion: of ele 
you but on thoſe conditions. 
Sir C. Tell me of your thee's and chou s, 
uaker's wills and manſions! I fay girl, tho* on 
the death of your father, my eldeſt brother, 
Loftus, Earl Thunder, from your being a fe- 
male, his title devolved to his next brother, Ro- 
bert; tho', as a woman, you can't be an Earl, 
nor as a woman you can't make laws for your 


| ſex and our ſex, yet as the daughter of a Peer, 
you are, and, by heaven, ſhall be called 2 


Maria Amaranth Thunder. 
Epb. Thou makeeſt too much noiſe, friend. 
Fir G. Call me friend and I'll bump your block 

againſt the capſtern. 

Eph. Yea, this is a man of danger, and I'll 
leave Mary to abide it. LExit. 

Si E. 'Sfire, my Lady— 


Euter 


p C41 4 1 2 5 5 
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* 


Zach. Shall thy cook, this day, a dene 
birds of the air, called woodcocks, a ribs: of 
the oxen likewiſe? _ 3 

Lady Am. All. My uncle ſojourtieth TY me 
peradventure, and my meal ſhall be a feaſt, 
friend Zachariah. 

Zach. My tongue ſhall ſay ſo, friend Mary: - 

Sir G. Sir George Thunder bids thee remem- 
ber to call your miſtreſs, Lady Amaranth. 

Zach. Verily, George, 

Sir G. George! firrab, tho” a younger brother, 
the honour of knighthood was my reward for 
placing the Britiſh flag over that of a daring ene- 
my—therefore addreſs me with reſpect. 

Zacb. Yea, I do, good George. Exit. 
Sir G. George and Mary ! here's levelling, here's 
abolition of title with a vengeance! in this 
houſe, they think no more of an Engliſh Knight 

than a French Duke. 

Lady Am. Kinſman, be patient, thou, and thy 
ſon, my couſin Henry, whom I have not beheld 
I think, theſe twelve years, ſhall be welcome to 
my dwelling. Where now abideth the youth ? 

Sir G. At the Naval Academy, at Portſmouth. 

- Lady Am. May I not fee the young man? 

Sir Geo, What, to make a Quaker of him ?— 
No, no. But, hold, as ſhe's now a wealthy 
heireſs, her marrying my ſon Harry, will keep up 
and preſerve her title in our own family too. (afide) 
Would'ſt thou really be glad to ſee him ? thou 
halt, Mary. Ha, ha, ha! John Dory, (calling) 
here comes my Valet de Chambre. 

Enter 


WILD OATS3- 900 - | 
Enter Joun Donar. 


Jobn. Why, Sir —ſuch a breeze forung up? 
5 0 Geo. Avaſt, old man of war; you muſt i os 
ntly 7 my ſon from * | 
Jobn. Then I muſt firſt convoy him to Parth | 
mouth, for he happens to be out of dock already, 
Sir Geo. What wind now? x 
Jobn. You know on our quitting bee * 
Sir Geo. Damn your ſea · jaw, you marvelious 
| golphin, give the contents of. your leg: boat in / 
plain Engliſh. | | 
Fobn. The young ſquire has cut and run. p 
Sir Geo. What! | 
Jabn. Got leave to come to you, and maſter 
dida t find out before yeſterday, that, inſtead of 
making for home, he had ſheer'd off towards 
London, directly ſent notice to you, and Sam has 
traced us all the way here to bring you the news. 
46 Sir Geo. What, a boy of mine quit his guns? 
Tit I'll grapple him. Come John, come along. 
hp Lady Am. Order the carriage for mine uncle. 
10 Sir Geo. No, thank ye, my lady. Let your 
1 equipage keep up your own dignity. I've horſes 
N bere; but I won't knock em up; next village is 
| the channel for the ſtage—My Lady, I'll bring 
the dog to you by the bowſprit.— Weigh anchor! 
crowd fail ! and after him! [ Exit, 


Re-enter ErnR ALA SMOOTH, (Peeping in). 


Eþh. The man of noiſe doth not tarry, then my 
ſpirit 1s glad, 
b - Lady Am. Let Sarah prepare chambers for my 
| kinſman, and hire the maiden for me that thou 


didſt mention, | 
Eph. 


P 2 
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sb. I will; forthe damſel is paſſing fair, and 
= hath found grace in mine eyes. Mary, as thou 
art yet a ſtranger in this land, and have juſt taken 
eſſion of this eſtate, the laws of ſociety com- 
mand thee to be on terms of amity with thy wealthy 
neighbours. in e Fi Nan; 
Lady Am. Lea; but while I entertain the rich, 
che hearts of the poor ſhall alſo rejoice ; I myſelf 
will now go forth into the adjacent hamlet; and 
invite all to hearty cheer. —_ e 
Eph. Yea, I will diſtribute 
good books thou didſt deſire me. | 
Lady Am. And meat and drink too, friend Eph- 
raim. In the fulneſs of plenty they ſhall join in 
thankſgiving for thoſe gifts which I overabundantly 
policts. an 


the poor, the 


SCENE II. 
A Road. 
Enter HaxxY TuunbER, and Mus, 


Mux. I ſay Dick Buſkin! harky, my lad! | 
| by ( Harry.) 

Harry. What keeps Rover? 

Muz. Pm ſure I don't know. As you deſired, 
I paid for our breakfaſt. But the devil's in that 
fellow, every Inn we ſtop at he will always hang 
nora chattering to the bar-maid, or chamber- 
maid. 

Harry. Or any, or no maid. But he's a worthy 
lad. And I love him better, I think, than my 
own brother, had I one. | by SE! 

vox. u. AT 5 Mu. 


— 
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+ Muz. Oh! but, Dick, mind, my boy 

Harry. Stop, Muz. I Tho' 'twas my orders when 
1 ſer. out on this ſcamper with the players, (the 
better to conceal my quality, for you, before 


people, to treat me as your companion; yet, at 
the ſame time, you ſhou'd have had diſcretion 


enough to remember, when we're alone, that I am 


ſtill your maſter, and ſon to Sir George Thunder. 


 Maz. Sir, I aſk your pardon; but by making 


yourſelf my equal, I've got ſo uſed to familiarity, 
that I find it hard to ſhake it off. | 


Harry. Well, Sir, pray mind, that familiarity is 
all over now. My frelic's out, I now throw off 
the player, and ſhall directly return. My father 
muſt by this time have heard of my departure 
from the academy at Portſmouth ; and, tho' I was 


deluded away by my rage for a little acting, yet 


twas wrong of me to give the gay old fellow any 


cauſe for uneaſineſs. 
Muz. And, Sir, ſhall you and I never act an- 


other ſcene together ? Shall Inever again play Co- 


lonel Standard for my own benefit? Never again 
have the pleaſure of caning your honour in the cha- 
racer of Tom Errand. 

Harry. In future act the part of a ſmart hat and 
coat bruſher, or I ſhall hve the honor of kicking 
you in the character of an idle puppy. You were 


a good ſervant; but I find, by letting you crack 


your jokes and fir in my company, you're grown 


quite a lounging raſcal. 


Mx. Yes, Sir, I was a modeſt, well behaved 


lad; but evil communication corrupts god 


manners. tent 
Hs Bgone Sir "ill call for you. 

* = [Ext Mux. 

Well, if my father but forgives me.— This three 


months excurſion has ſhewn me ſome life, and a 
devviliſh 
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deviliſh deal of fun. For one circumſtance, 1 
ſhall ever remember it with delight. Ir's bring- 
ing me acquainted with Jack Rover. How long 
he ſtays! Jack! In this forlorn ſtroller I have 
diſcovered qualities that honor human nature, and 
accompliſhments that might grace a Prince. 1 
don't know a pleaſanter fellow, except when he gets 
to his abominable habit of quotation. I hope he 
wont find the purſe I've hid in his coat pocket, 
before we part, I dread the moment, but it's 
come. | N32 
Rover. (Without) © The briſk li- li- lightning 1.” 
Harry. Ay, here's the rattle. Hurried'on by 
the impetuous flow of his own volatile ſpirits, his 
life is a rapid ſtream of extravagant whim, 'and 
while the ſerious voice of humanity prompts his 
heart to the beſt actions, his features ſhine in 
laugh and levity. Studying Bayes, eh, Jack? 


Enter Rover. 


Rover. * I am the bold Thunder.“ "8 
Harry. (afide) 1 am if he knew but all. Keep 
one ſtanding in the-road. 27 N 

Rover. Beg your pardon, my dear Dick! but 
all the fault of- Plague on't, that a man can't 
ſleep and breakfaſt at an inn, then return up to 
his bedchamber for his gloves that he'd forgot; 
but there he muſt find chambermaids (thumping 
feathers and knocking pillows about; and keep 
one when one has affals and buſineſs ! Pon my 
ſoul, theſe girls conduct to us is intolerable. The 
very thought brings the blood into my face, and 
whenever they attempt to ſerve, provoke me ſo, 
damme but I will, I will- An't | right, Dick? 

Harry. No; all in the wrong,” | 

ADS Rover - 
D 2 
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Rover. No matter; that's the hend pay 
« all round the wrekin ;” hut you re ſo conceited, 
becauſe by this company you're going to join at 
Wincheſter, you are engaged for high tragedy. 
Harry. And you for Rangers, Plumes, and Fops. 
ng 
jo Our firſt play is Lear. I was deviliſn 
ect in Edgar t'other night at Lymington. 
J muſt look it over (takes out a book); © Away, 
the foul fiend follows me! Hollo ! | 
ment, we ſhall have tho whole country after us. 
un. 


Harry. What now! J 
Rover. That roſy face chambermaid put me in 
ſuch a paſſion, that by heaven, I walked out of the 
houſe, and forgot to pay our bill. (Goings 
Harry. Never mind, Rover, it's paid. 

Rover. Paid! why, "neither you nor Myuz had 
money enough. No, really! 

Harry. Ha, ha, ha! I tell you, it is. 

Rover. You paid ? Oh, very well. Every ho- 
neſt fellow ſhou'd be a ſtock purſe. Come then, 


let's puſh on now. Ten miles to Wincheſter, we 


ſhall be there by eleven. 

Harry. Our tranks are booked at tthei inn for the 
Wincheſter coach. 

Nover. AY, to foreign climates my old. trunk 
J bear.” But 1 | prefer walking, to the Car of 


Theſpis. 


Harry. Which is the way? 

Rover. Here. 

Harry. Then I go there. Pointing oppoſite.) 

Rover. EB! 

Harry. My dear boy, on this ſpot, and at this 
moment, we muſt part. 


_— Part! ; ; N 
Hes 


* 1 


a mo- 


* 


cheſter? 
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Harty. Rover, you wiſh me well. 


Rover. Well, and ſuppoſe ſo. Part, eh! What 
myſtery and grand? What are you at? Do you 
forget, you, Muz, and I are engaged to Trun- 
cheon, the manager, and that the bills are already 
up with our names to-night to play at Win- 


Harry, Jack, you and I have often met on a 


| ſtage in aſſumed characters; if it's your wiſh we 


ſhou'd ever meet again in our real ones, of ſincere 

friends, without aſking whither T go, or my mo- 

tives for leaving you, when I walk up this road, 

do you turn down that. 
Nover. Joke! TY 

Harry. I'm ſerious. Good b'ye ! 

Rover. If you repent your engagement with 
Truncheon, I'll break off too, and go with you 
wherever you will—{( Tates him under the arm) 

Harry Attempt to follow me, and eyen our ac- 
quaintance ends. 

Rover. Eh! | Via 
Harry. Don't think of my reaſons, only that it 
mult be. | | 
Rover. Have I done any thing to—Dick Buſkin 
uy me! (Turns and puts bis kandkercbief to his 
eyes. 
| Harry. I am as much concern'd as you—Good 
ye! | 
Rover. I can't even bid him good bye — I won't 
neither If any cauſe cou'd have given.—Fareuel. 

Harry. Bleſs my poor fellow! Adieu. (Silentiy 


[Exeunt ſeverall 


END OF THE FIRST ACT, 
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SCENE I. 
A Village; 4 Farm Houſe, and near it a Cottage. 5 
Enter FARMER Gammon, and ErRRAIM SMOOTH. 
GAMMON, 


W ELL, Maſter Ephraim, I may depend on 


| thee, as you Quakers never break your words. 


Eph. I have ſpoken to Mary, and ſhe, at my 
requeſt, conſenteth to take * daughter, Jane, 
as her handmaid. 

Gam. Very good of you. | 

£ph. — — I d like, and alſo—comely 
Jane (Aſide.) The maiden, I will prefer for the 
ſake of—myſelf (Aſide.) 

Cam. I intended to make a preſent to the 
perſon that did me ſuch a piece of ſervice; but 
I ſhan't affront you with it. 

Eph. 1 am meek and humble, and muſt take 
affronts. | 


| Gam. Then here's a guinea, maſter Ephraim. 
Epb. 
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pb. I expected not this; but there is no harm 
Gam. So I ſhall ge my 


et my children o 
hands. My ſon, Sim, robbing me day and 
night—giving away my corn and what not 
among the poor; and daughter Jane, to pre- 
vent me from killing the fowls, buys eggs, and 
tells me they are ſtill laying them; beſides, when 
girls have nought to do, this love - miſchief creeps 
into their heads.—Sim ! (cal/ng) | 


Enter SM. 


Gam. Call your ſiſter. 
Sim. Jane, feyther wants you. 


Enter Jank, from the Houſe. 


Jane. Did you call me? | 
- Gam. I often told you both, but it's now ſet- 
tled; you muſt go out into the world and work 
for your bread. 
Sim. Well, feyther, whatever you think right, 
muſt be fo, and I'm content. | 
Jane. And I'm ſure, feyther, I'm willing to 
do as you'd have me. Pd rf 
Gam. There's ingratitude! When my wife di- 
ed, I brought you both up from the ſhell, and 
now you want to fly off and forſake me. 
Sim, Why, no; I'm willing to live with you 
all my days. Hh ' $134 
Fane. And I'm ſure, feyther, if it's your de- 
fire, Ill never part from you. 
Gam, What, you want to hang upon me like 


a couple 


A couple of leeches, ay, to crip my branches, and 
leave me a withered hawthorn * See who's yon. 
I Exit Sim. 

ys: Fobraim Smooth has kired you: for * 
Amaranth. _ 

Jans. O Lack! Then 1 ſhall live i in the great 
houſe. 

Gam. Ay, and mayhap come in for her caſt 
off cloaths. | 

Jane. But ſhe's a quaker; and I'm ſure, every 


Sunday for church, 1 dreſs much finer than het 
ladyſhip. 
jw She has ſent us all preſents of good 


books, to read a chapter in now and then. (ene 
a book) The Economy of human life.” Ab, I 
like Economy read that—when a mon's in 
a paſſion, this may give him patience; there Jane. 
(gives her the book) 

Jane. Thank her good ladyſhip. 

Gam. My being incumber'd with you both is 
the cauſe why old Banks won't give me his fiſ= 


ter. 


Jane. That's a pity. If we muſt have a ſtep- 


mother, Madam Amelia wou'd make us a very 
good one. But I wonder how ſhe can refuſe 


you, feyther, for I'm ſure ſhe muſt think you:a 

very portly man in your ſcarlet veſt' and new 

ſcratch. You can't think how parſonable you'd 

look, if you'd only ſhave twice a week, and put 
ſixpence i in the poor- box on a Sunday. 

[ Retires reading. 

Gam. However, if Banks ſtill refuſes, I have 


him in my power. I'll turn them both out of 


their cottage yonder, and the bailiff ſhall provide 
them with a lodging. 


Enter 
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Enter Banks. MID 


Well, neighbour Banks, once for all, am 1 to 
marry your ſiſler? 

Banks. That ſhe beſt knows. 
| Gam. Ay, but ſhe ſays ſhe wont. 

Banks, Then I dare ſay ſhe won't; for I never. 
knew her to ſpeak what ſhe didn't think. 

Gam. Then ſhe won't have me? A fine thing 
this, that you and ſhe, who are little better than 
paupers, dare be fo ſaucy | 

Banks. Why, farmer, I confeſs we're poor : 
but while that's the worſt our enemies can lay of 
us, we're content, 

Gam. Od, dom it I wiſh 1 had now a 200d, 
fair occaſion to quarrel with him ; I'd make him 
content with a devil; Pd knock en down, ſend 
him to jail and—But I'll be up with him 
— | | 

| Enter Six. 

Sim, Oh, feyther, here's one Mr. Lamp, a 
ringleader of Showfolks come from Andover to 
act in our village. He wants 2 a barn to play in, 
if you'll hire him yourn. 

Gam. Surely, boy. VII never refuſe money. 
But, leſt he ſhould engage the great room in the 
inn, run thou and tell him—Stop, I'll go myſelf 
A ſhort cut through that garden—(going tbro 
the Cottage garden, Banks ſtops him) 

Banks. Why, you, or any neighbour is wel- 
come to walk in it, or to partake of what it pro- 
duces, but making itacommon thoroughfare is 

Gam. Here, Sim, kick open that garden gate. 

Banks, What? 

Gam. Does the lad hear? pee 

VOL. 11, E Sim. 
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Sim. Why, yes, yes. | 

Gam. Does the fool underſtand ? | 

Sim. I'm as yet but young; but if underſtand» 
ing teaches me how to wrong my neighbour, 
may I never live to years of diſcretion. 

Gam. What, you cur, do you diſobey your 
feyther? Burſt open the garden gate; as I com- 
mand you. 8 $74 
Sim. Feyther, he that made both you and the 
garden, commands me not to injure the unfor- 
tunate. 7 4 8 | 8 
Cam. Here's an ungracious rogue! Then I 
muſt do it myſelf. (advances) | 

Banks. ( ftands before it) Hold, neighbour. 
Small as this ſpot is, it's now my only poſſeſſion : 
and the man ſhall firſt take my life who ſets a 
foot in it againſt my will, | 

Gam. I'm in ſuch a paſſion, — ws... 

Jane. (comes forwward) Feyther, if you're in a 
paſſion, read the Economy of Human Life. 
(offers book) . ö 
' Gam. Plague of the wench ! But, you huſſey, 
I'll—and you, you unlucky bird! 9 

b  [Exeunt dim and Jane 


(A Shower of Rain.) Enter RoveR haſtily. 


Rov. Here's a pelting ſhower and no ſhelter ! 
« Poor Tom's a cold,” I'm wet thro*—Oh, here's 
4 fair promiſing houſe. (going io Gammon's) | 

Gam. (ſtops him) Hold, my lad. Can't let 
folks in till I know who they be. There's a pub- 
lic houſe not above a mile on. | 
Banks. Step in here, young man; my fire is 
{mall ; but it ſhall cheer you with a hearty wel- 
come. 5 3 
| | | Rov. 
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Rov. (to Banks) The poor cottager ! (zo Gam.) . 
And the ſubſtantial farmer (&neels) “Hear, 
« Nature, dear goddeſs, hear! If ever you de- 
e ſigned to make his corn- fields fruitful, change 
« thy purpoſe; that, from the blighted ear no 

« grain may fall to fat his ſtubble gooſe and, 
« when to town he drives his hogs, ſo like him— 
« ſelf, oh, let him feel the ſoaking rain, then 
4 may he curſe his crime too late, and know how 
* ſharper than a ſerpent's tooth it is. Damme, 
but I'm ſpouting in the rain all this time. 

[riſes and runs into Banks's, 

Gam. Ay, neighbour, you'll ſoon riſe from a 
beggar's bed if you harbour every mad vagrant. - 
This may be one of the footpads, that, it ſeems, 
have got about the country; but PII have an ex- 
ecution, and ſeize on thy goods, this day, my 
charitable neighbour ? Eh, the ſyn ſtrikes out, 
quite cleared up. 


Enter Jax; b. 


Jane. La, feyther, if there is ut coming down 
the village— 

Gam. Ah, thou hufley | 

Fane Bleſs me, — No time for anger 
now, Here's lady Amaranth's chariot, drawn 
2255 her new grand long, tail'd horſes, —La ! it 

ops. 
| Gam. Her Ladyſhip is coming out, and walks 
this way.—She may wiſh to reſt herſelf in my 
houſe. Jane, we muſt always make rich folks 
welcome. | 

Fane. Dear me, ll run in and ſet things to 
rights. But, feyther, your cravat and wig are 


all got ſo rumplified with your croſs grain d tan- 
* 2 tarums. 
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 tarums,—['ll tie your neck-cloth in a big beau, 
and for your wig, if there is any flour in the 
drudging box—( adjuſts them and runs into bouſe) 

Gam. Oh! the bailiff too that I engaged. 


Enter TwiTCH. 


Twitch. Well, maſter Gammon, as you defired, 
I'm come to ſerve this here warrant of yours, and 


| arreſt maſter Banks ; where is he? 
Gam. Yes, now I be's determined on't—he's— 


Stand aſide, II! ſpeak to you anon. (looking out) 
Enter Lady AMARANTH, ZACHARIAH following. 
Lady Am. Friend, Jane, whom I have taken 


to be my handmaid, is thy daughter? | 
ſay d, an't pleaſe your 


Gam. Ay ſo her mother 
N ladyſhip. 100 
0 Lady Am. Ephraim Smooth acquainteth me 

6 thou art a wealthy yeoman. | 

[ | Gam. Why, my Lady, I pay my rent. 

Lady Am. Being yet a ſtranger on my eftate 
around here, I have paſſed through thy hamlet 
to behold with mine own eye, the diſtreſſes of 
my poor tenants. I wiſh to reheve their wants. 

-» Gam Right, your Ladyſhip : for charity hides | 
a deal of fins. How good of you to think of 
the poor! that's ſo like me. l'm always contri- 
ving how to relieve my neighbours—you muſt. 
lay Banks in jail to-night. (apart to Twitch) 


Enter Jan. 
Jane. An't pleaſe you, will your ladyſhip en- 


ter our humble dwelling and reſt your ladyſhip 
n 15 
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in feyther's great cane bottom'd elbow chair with 
a high back. (curtftes.) 

Gam. Do, my lady. To receive ſo great A bo. 
dy from her ow: chariot is an honour I dreamt 
not of; tho' for the hungry and weary foot 
traveller, my doors are always open and my mor- 
ſel ready. Knock; when he comes out, touch 
him. Fad to T: witch) 

Lady Am. Thou art benevolent, and I will en- 
ter thy dwelling with ſatisfaction. | 
Jane. O precious? This way, my lady. ' 

[ Exeunt all but Twitch. 

Twitch. Eh, where's the warrant? { feels bis 
pocket, and knocks at Banks's dvr). 


Enter Baxxs. 


Banks. Maſter Twitch ! What's your Ons 
with me? 

Twitch. Only a little affair here againſt you. 

Banks. Me 

Twitch. Yes ; farmer Gammon has bought up 
a thirty pound note of hand of yours. 

Banks. Indeed! I didn't think this malice 
could have ftretch'd ſo far—I thought the love 
he profeſſed for my lifter, might—why, its true, 
maſter Twitch, to lend our indigent cottagers 
ſmall ſums when they've been unable to pay their 
rents, I got lawyer Quick to procure me this 
money, and hoped their induſtry would have put 
it ia my power to take up my note before now. 
However, I'll go round and try what they can 
do, then call on you and ſettle it. | 

Twitch. No, no, you muſt go with me. | 

Rov. (without) Old gentleman come quick, or 


Ill open another bottle of your currant wine. + 
Twitch. 


—: ——— 3 


Ta 


” 
fo F _—_— * WII. D 0 4 T 8 . — 1 — — 
3 | : 


Twitch, You'd beſt not make 2 noiſe, but come, 
(to Banks) | | 


Enter Rover. 


Rov. Oh, you're here ? Rain over—quite fine 
Al take a ſniffof the open air too—Eh, what's 
the matter? | 

Twitch. What's that to you ? 

Rov. What's that to me? Why, you're a very 
unmannerly— 

Twitch. Oh, here's a reſcue ! 

Banks. Nay, my dear, Sir, I'd wiſh you not 


to bring yourſelf into trouble about me. 


Twitch. Now, ſince you don't know what's 
civil, if the debt's not · paid directly, to jail you 
o. 
0 Rov. My kind, hoſpitable good old man to 
Jail! What's the amount, you ſcoundrel. 
Twitch. Better words, or I'll— 
Rov. Stop; utter you a word good or bad, ex- 


| cept to tell me what's your demand upon "this 
* gentleman, and I'll giye you the greateſt beat- 


ng you ever got ſince the hour you commenced 
cal. (in a low tone) 

Twitch.- Why, maſter, I don't want to quar- 
rel with you, becauſe— 

Rov. You'll get nothing by it. Do you know, 
you villain, that Iam this moment the greateſt 
man living? | 

Twitch, Who, pray * 

Rov. I am the bold thunder!“ Sirrah, know 
that I carry my purſe of gold in my coat- pocket. 
Tho' dam'me if I know how a purſe came there. 
(afide and takes it out) There's twenty pictures of 


his Majcſty ; therefore, in the King's name, I 
free 
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free his liege ſubject, (takes Banks away) and now 
who am I? Ah, ah | | 
Twitch, Ten pieces ſhort, my maſter z but if 
you're a houſekeeper I'll take this and your 
bail. | 

Rov. Then for bail you -muſt have a : houſe- 
keeper ? What's to be done? 


Enter Gaunox. | 


Ah, here's little Hoſpitality 11 be you” ve 
houſe, tho' your fire-ſide was too warm for ku 
Lookye, here's ſome rapacious, griping raſcal, 
has had this worthy gentleman arreſted. Now acer- 
tain 'good for nothing, rattling fellow has paid 
twenty guineas of the debt, you paſs your word for 
the other nine, we'll ſtep back into the old gentle- 
man's friendly houſe, and over his currant wine, 
our firſt toaſt ſhall be, liberty to the honeſt debtor, 
and confuſion to the hard hearted creditor. | 

Gam. Shan't. 
; _ Shan't! Pray-an't-your name Mr. Shy- 
ock — 

Gam. No, my name's Gammon. 

Rov. Gammon | You're the Hampſhire r 

[ Exit Gammon. 


$'death ! How ſhall I do to extricate— ? 


Enter Lady AMARANTH, from Gannon's. 


Lady Am. What tumult's this ? 

2 A lady! Ma'am, your moſt obedient 
humble ſervant. (bows) A quaker too! They 
are generally kind and humane, and that face is 
the prologue to a play of a thouſand good atts— 
wy be ſhe'd help us here. (4% 225 Ma'am, . 

mu 
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muſt know that—that I—no—this gentleman 
I mean this gentleman and I— He got a little be- 
hind hand, as any honeſt, well principled man often 
may, from bad harveſts and rains lodging corn 
and his cattle - from murrain, and—rot—and rot 
the murrain ! you know this is the way all this 
affair happen'd (to Banks) and then up ſteps this 
gentleman (to Twitch) with a—a tip in his way 
madam, you underſtand? And then in ſteps I — 
with my a—In'ſhort, madam, I am the worſt + 
ſtory teller in the world where myſelf is the hero 
of the tale. | 4 7 

Twitch. In plain Engliſh, Mr. Banks has been 
arreſted for thirty pounds, and this gentleman 
has paid twenty guineas of the debt. 93. 
F Bazks. My litigious neighbour to expoſe me 
thus. ; RK : 75 

Lady Am. The young man and maiden within, 
have ſpoken well of thy ſiſter, and pictured thee 
as a man of irreproachable morals though unfor- 
tunate. | : 

Rov. Madam, he's the honeſteſt fellow—1've 
known him above forty years, he has the beſt 
hand at ſtirring a fire If you were only to taſte 
his currant wine. | 

Banks. Madam, I never aſpired to an enviable 
rank in life: but hitherto pride and prudence 
kept me above the reach of pity : but obligations 
from a ſtranger— _ | | 

Lady Am. He really a ſtranger, and attempt to 
free thee ? But, friend ( Rover) thou haſt aſſumed 
a right which here belongeth alone to me. As 1 
enjoy the bleſſings which theſe lands produce, I 
own alſo the heart delighting priviledge of diſ- 
penſing thoſe bleſſings to the wretched. Thou 
mad'ſt thy ſelf my worldly banker, and no caſh of 
| mine 
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mine in thine hands, (/akes 4 note from a pocket | 
350 but thus I balance our account (offers it.) 


Rover. Madam, my maſter pays me, nor can 
& I take money from another hand without injur- 
Wo ing his honour and diſobeying his commands,” 


te Run, run, Orlando, carve on every tree 
e The fair, the chaſte, the inexprefſive he? + -! 
Rugs o. 
Banks. But, fir, I inſiſt you'll 1 him 25 
money (to Twitch) Stop! (going) 
3 1 Ay, Stop! (holds the ſtirt of his coat). 
Am. Where dwelleth he? 
wt, 1 fancy, where he can, Madam. I un- 
derſtand, from his diſcourſe, that he was on his 
way to join a company of actors in the next town. 
L. An. A profane ſtage- player with ſuch a 
gentle, generous heart | Yet ſo whimſically wild, 
like the unconſcious roſe, modeſtly ſhrinking from 
the recollection of its own grace and ſweetneſs, 


Enter ] ANF, from the bouſe, dreſt. 


Fane. Now, my lady, I'm fit to attend your 
ladyſhip. I look ſo genteeliſh mayhap her oy 
ſhip may take me home with her, 
Lady Am. This maiden may find out for me 
whicher he goeth. (ade) Call on my ſteward, and 
thy legal demands ſhall be ſatisfied. (z9 Twitch) 

Jane. Here, coachman, drive up my lady's 
chariot, nearer to our door. (calls off) It ſhe d 
take me with her, la! ws all the folks will 
ſtare. (de) Madam, tho' the roads are ſo very 
duſty, I'll walk all the way on foot to your lady-. 
ſhip's houſe—ay, tho' I ſhould ſpoil my bran. ner 
petticoat. 

vor. 11, F Lady 
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Lady Am. Rather than ſully thy garment, thou 
ſhalt be ſeated by me. 
Fane. Oh, your ladyſhip! he, he, he | If I 


didn' t think (eat 
| Enter 8 IM. 


4 Wu ws. 
— — A be rene £ 
. 


Here you Sim, order the charrott for us. 

Sim. Us! Come, come, Jane, I've the little tax 
cart to carry you. | Po 

Fane, Cart! £ 

- Lady Am. Friend be cheerful chine and thy 
fler 8 e ſhall be but an A wal ſhower. | 
| Exeunt ſeverall, * 
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SCENE. II. 


Before an Inn. 
Enter Rover and Walrzx. 


Rover. Hillo ! friend, when does the coach on 
out for London ? 
Wait. In about an hovr, fir, 
Rover. Has the Winchefler coach paſſed yet? 2 
Wait. No, fir. [ Exit, 
| Rover. That's lucky} Then my trunk is here 
3 Go will not. Since I've loſt the fellow- 
ſhip of my friend Dick, I'll travel no more, Ill 
try a London audience, who knows but 1 may get 
an engagement. This celeſtial lady quaker ! She 
= muſt be rich, and ridiculous for ſuch a poor do 
„ as I, even to think of her. How Dick woul 
laugh 
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laugh at me if he ln by this ſhe has 
. my kind hoſt from the gripe of that 
raſcal—1 z0uld like to be certain, tho. 


Enter 1 


Land. You'll dine here, fir ? I'm honeſt Bob 
Johnſton ; have kept the ſun theſe went years, 
Excellent dinner on table at two. 

Nover. © Yet,mylove indeed is appetite, Tm as 

c hungry as the ſea, and can digeſt as much.” 
Land. Then you won't do for my ' ſhilling 
ordinary, ſir, there's a very ordinary at the 
Saracen's head, at the end of the town. - Shouldn't 
have thought indeed, hungry foot travellers to cat 
like aldermen—coming, fir. _ 

Rover. I'll not join this company at Wincheſter. 
No, I'll not ſtay in the country hopeleſs even to 
expect a look, (except of ſcorn) from this lady. 
1 will take a touch at a London theatre. The 
public there, are candid and generous, and before 
my merit can have time to create enenues, I'll ſave 
money, and, —* a fig for the ſultan and ſophy.” 


Enter Jane at the back, and S1M watching ber 


Fane. Ay, that's he! 1 

Rover. But if I fall, by heaven, T'll Wan 
the. manager, his empire and—* himſelf in one 
prodigious ruin.“ 

Jane. Oh lord! (runs back) 

Sim. What can you expect when you follow 
young men ? I've dodged you all the way. 

Jane. Well! Wasn't I ſent? 


Sim. Oh yes, ou were ſent—very likely, Wha 
ſent you? | 


a REIN Fane, 


* upon a kiſs !” (advaniing) 


£ * 9 8 -» & 


. Tt wie wort tell it's hy lady, cauſe ſhe 
id ne net! (afide) 
Sim. I' keep you from ſheam—a fine life 1 
ſhould have in the pariſh, rare fleering, if a ſiſter 
of moine ſhovld ftand ſome ſunday at church, in a 
white ſheet, and to all their flouts what could 


I fay ? 
. — Thus, 11 ſay: my fiſter's wong'd, my 


. ſiſter Blowſabellz; both as high and noble as 


«the attorhey—do her jtiſtice, or by the gots, 
« Tl lay a 2A of — make this Rows | 
e mow horrible to Beedles. — Say that, 
„ Chamont. . | 
Km. I believe it's full took, You go hoame 
to your place, and moind your buſineſs. 
Fane. My lady will be fo pleaſed I've found him! 


I dont wonder at it, he's fuch a fine ſpbken man. 


Sim. Dang it! Will you ſtand here grinning 
at the wild bucks. You ſaucy flut, to keep me 
and the cart there waiting for you at the end of 


the lane. 
June. Never mind him, fir ; it's becauſe my 


x lady gave me a ride in her coach that makes the 


boy ſo angry. 
3 « Then you are Kaſtrill, che angry 
23 | 

Sim. So was the prime miniſter till he got him- ; 
ſelf ſhaved. 

Jane. Perhaps the centleihan mig ht wiſh to ſend 
her ladyſhip a compliment. An t pleaſe you, 
fir, if it's even a kifs between us two, it ſhall go 
fafe ; for though you ſhould give it me, brother 
Sim then can 4 it to my lady. | 

Rover. © | kils'd thee cer 1 kill'd thee”. 


June. Kill me! 
Rover. No way but this killing myſalf to ane 


Sim, 
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Sim. (iniz#pefins) And you walk . m 
forward (i298 ſg) Av ) * # 

Nov. © Pve heard of your painting too: you 
i gig, you lifp, you amble, and nickname God's 
bag creatures.” 

im. Why, who told vou ſhe call'd me àn aſs? 
% Oh that the town. clerk was here, to 

te write thee down an aſs ! but though not written 
« down in black and white, remember, thou art 
« an aſs.” | | | 

Jane. Yes, fir; I'll remember it. ty 

Sim. Go! (1 June — put. ber out. ) 
Rov. “ Ay, to a nunnery go.“ I'm curſedly 

out of pris; but hang forrow, I may as well 
divert myſelf.— Tis * and drink for me to 
ſee a clown. Shepherd, was t ever at court? 

Sim. Not J. a 

Rov. Then thou art damn'd,” 

Sim. Eh 

Rob. Ay! © like an ill-roafted egg—all on one 
de.”—L ittle Hoſpitality. '(/coking out. = | 


Enter Farmer Gaumon, = 


Gam. Eh, where's the ſhowman that wants to 
Hire my barn ? So, madam Jane, I place her out 
to ſarvice, and inſtead of attending her miſtreſs, 
ſhe gets galloping all about the village, How's 


this, ſon ? 
Rov. * Your ſon? Young Clodpate, take 


him to yout wheat-ſtack, — there teach him 
manners.“ | 


Gam. Ah, thou'rt the fellow that would bolt 
out of the dirty roads into people's houſes. Ho, 
ho, ha! Sim's ſchooling is mightily thrown away, 
if he hasn't more manners than thou, 


Sims 
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Kin. Why, feyther, it is! Gadzooks, he be 
one of the ob Acted Tom Fool, in King Larry, 
at Lymington, to'ther night—l thought. I know'd 
the face, thof he had a ſtraw cap, and a blanket 
about'n— Ho, ho! how comical that was, When 
you ſaid 

. Rev, © Pillicock fat upon Pillicack hill, pil— 
e ioo, loo!“ 

Sim. That's it ! That's it! He' J at it! (clas) 
laugh, feyther, laugh. 

Gam. Hold your tongue, boy! I believe he's 
no better than he ſhould be- The moment I ſaw 
him, ſays Ito myſelf, you are a rogue. 

* There you ſpoke uuth for once in 7 

e. 

Gam. I'm glad to hear you confeſs it. But 
her Rabin. mal have the vagrants whipt. n of 
the country. 

Rov. Vagrant |! « Thou wretch | deſpite o'er- 

o « whelm thee!” * Only ſquint, and by heaven, 
hi - & TIl beat thy blown body 'till it rebounds like a 
li ce tennis ball.“ | 
Sim. Beat my feyther! No, no. Thou muſt 
firſt beat me. (puts himſelf in a poſture of defence.) 

Rov. (with feeling.) * Tho' love cool, friend- 
3 « ſhip fall off, brothers divide, ſubjects rebel, 
9 te Ok never let the ſacred bond be crackt i twixt 
; ce ſon and father! -I never knew a father's pow 
tection, never had a father to Protect. n 
handkerchief to his eyes.) 

Sim. He's not acting now! 


zd 


1 Enter LANDLORD, with a Book, Pen, 5 Ink, 


"2 Landlord, is this Mr. Lamp here? 
e Land; 
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Land. I've juſt opened a bottle. for him and 
the other gentleman in the parlour. 
Nov. Go, father, with thy fon; give him a 
& livery more guarded than his fellows.” 
Sim. Livery! Why, I be no farvant man, tho”, 
ſiſter Jane is. Gi's thy hand. (To Rover) I don't 
know how tis; but I think I could loſe my life 
for thee ; but musn't let feyther be beat tho 
No, no! (Going, turns and looks at Rover.) Ecod, 
I never ſhall forget Pillicock upon a hill! 
[ Exeunt Farmer Gammon, and Sim. 
Rov, © Thou art an honeſt reptile ;” I'll make 
my entree on the London boards in Bayes ; yes, 
I ſhall have ne compariſon againſt me. Egad, 
« it's very hard, that a gentleman, * an au- 
tc thor can't come to teach them, but he muſt 
« break his noſe, and and all that - but ſo 
cc the players are gone to dinner.” 
Land. No ſuch people frequent the ſun, I aſ- 
ſure you. 
Ro. Sun, moon, and ſtars . Now mind 
the eclipſe, Mr. Johnſon, 
Land. I heard nothing of it, Sir. 
Rov. © There's the ſun between the earth and 
t the moon there's the moon between the earth 
te and the ſun, tol, lol, lol! dance the hay ! luna 
# means to ſhew her tail, 1 


Enter WarrER. 


Mait. Two gentlemen in che parlour woud 
ſpeak with you, Sir. 


Rov. © I attend them, were they twenty times 
our mother,” 


Land. Sir, you go in the ſtage ; as we book the 
pallengers, what name? | 
| Row. 


Rau. I am ab Than der.” 
Lond. (writing) Mr, 1 bunder. 


[Exit Ros 
Enter . 1 


Joby. I want two places in the ſtage coach, be- 
_ I and another gentleman are going a voyage. 

Land. Juſt two vacant, what name! 

\ Fobn. Avaſt! 1 go aloft. But let's ſee who'll be 
my maſter's meſs mates in the cabin: (reads) 
« Captain Muccolah, Counſellor Fazacherly, Miſs 
« Goſling, Mr. Thunder.” What's this ? ſpeak 
man! is there one of that name going? ; 

Land. Booked him this minute. 

| Fobn, If our voyage ſhould be at an end before 
we begin it ?---if this Mr, Thunder ſhould be my 
maſter's ſon !---what rate is this veſſel? 

Land. Rate !--- 

Fobn. What ſort of a gentleman i is he? 

Land. Oh! a rum ſort of a gentleman; I ſuſ- 
pect he's one of the players. | 

Jobn. True; Sam faid it was ſome player's 

ople coaxed him away from Portſmouth 2 
pe muſt be the ſquire---ſhew me where he's 


moored, my old purler. LEY. Jnging, and Land. 
lord dae ] 


* 
— F + © ++ 


SCENE 111, 
| A Room in the Inn. 


La ur and Trae (diſcovered drinking). 
Trap, This ſame farmer Gammon ſeems a ſurly 
ſpark. 
Lamp. 
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No matter. His barn will hold a: good 
zol. and if I can but engage this young fellow, 
this Rover, he'll cram it every night he plays. 
He's certainly a deviliſh good actor. Now, Trap, 

ou muſt enquire out a carpenter, and be briſk 
about the building. TI think we ſhall have ſmart 
buſineſs, as we ſtand ſo well for pretty women too, 
Oh, here is Mr. Rover 
Trap. Snap him at any terms. 


Enter Rove. 


Rov. Gentlemen, your moſt obedient: --The 
waiter told me—— _. 

Lanip. Sir, to our. better acquaintance. 7 

Rov. I don't recollect having the W 00 
knowing you. 

Lamp. Mr. Rover, tho' I am a ſtranger t to you, 
your merit is none to me. 

Rov. Sir! (bows.) | 

Lamp. My name is Lamp; I am manager: of 
the company of comedians that's come down here, 
and Mr. Trap is my treaſurer ; engages per- 
formers, ſticks bills, finds properties, keeps 
box-book, prompts plays, and takes the towns, 

Trap. The moſt reputable company, and charm- 
ing money getting circuit. (apart to aver), 

Rov. I Hav'nt a doubt, Sir. 

Lamp. Only ſuffer me to put up your name to 
play with us fix nights, and twelve guineas are 
yours. 

Rov. Sir, I thank you, and muſt confeſs your 
offer is liberal ; but my friends have flattered me 
into a ſort of opinion that encourages me to take a 
touch at the capital. | ; | 

Vol. 11, ae Lamp. | 
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Lamp. Ah, my dear Mr. Rover, a I 


"Theatre is dangerous ground. 


Rov. Why, I may fail, and gods may djbag 
and ladies — * What an awkward crea- 
ture!” But ſhould I top my part, then ſhall gods 
applaud, and ladies ſigh The charming fellow !” 
and managers take me by the hand, and treaſurers 
ſmile upon me as they count the mining TR ! 

Lamp. But, ſuppoie— _ ; 

Rov. Ay, ſuppoſe the contrary ; I have a cer- 
tain friend here, in my coat pocket (puts his hand 
in his pocket.) Eh! where 1s---oh, the devil! I 


gave it to diſcharge my kind hoſt---going for Lon- 


don, and not maſter of five ſhillings ! then I muſt 
engage here. (ade) © Sir, to return to the twenty 
pounds.“ 

Lamp. Twenty pounds! Well, let it be ſo. 

Rov. I engage with you; call a rehearſal, when 
and where you pleaſe, I'll attend, 

Lamp. VII ſtep for the caſt-book, and you ſhall 
chooſe your characters. 

Trap. And, Sir, I'll write out the pl 
directly. ä [ Exeunt Lamp an | 
Rov. Since I muſt remain here ſome time, a 
I've not the moſt diſtant hope of ever ſpeaking t 
this goddeſs again; I wiſh I had. enquired her 
name, that 1 might know how to keep out of her 

way. 


Enter Joun Doxy, and LANDLORD. 


Land. There's the gentleman. 

Fohn, Very well. [ Exit Landlord. 
What cheer, ho! maſter ſquire? 

Rov. What Cheer! my hearty ! 


Fobng 
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John. The very face of his father! And an't 
you aſham'd of yourſelf ? 
Rov. Why, yes, I am ſometimes. 
Jobn. Do you know, if I had you at the gang- 
way, I'd give you a neater dozen than ever you 
got from your fchoolmafter's cat- a- nine tails ? 
Rov. You woudn't ſure ? 
Fohn. Iwou'd ſure. ; 
Rov. Indeed ?—Pleafant enough! Wh is this 
genius? _ 
Fobn. I've diſpatched a ſhallop to tell Lady 
Amaranth you're here. 
 Rbvy; You hav'nt? 


John. I have. 
Rov. Now, who the devil's Lady FE To 


Jobn. I expect her chariot every moment, and 
when it comes, you'll get into it, and I'll get into 
it, and Pl ſet you down genteely at her houſe; 
then I'll haye obeyed my orders, and I hope your 
father will be ſatisfied. 

Rov. My father! who's he, pray? 

John. Plhaw ! leave off your fun, and prepare 
to afk his pardon. 

Rov. Ha, ha, ha! Why, my worthy friend, 
you are totally wrong in this affair. Upon my 
word I'm not the perſon you take me for. ve; 

(gang.) 

John. You don't go, tho? they have got your 
name down in the ſtage coach book, Mr. Than 
der. 

Rev. Mr. Thunder! Stage coach book! 
. (pauſes.) Ha, ha, ha! This muſt be ſome curi- 
ous blunder. 

Juobn. Oh! my lad. your father, Sir George, 
will change your note. | 

Rov. He mult give me one firſt. Sir George! 

G 2 then 


WILD OATS ; 


then my father is a knight it ſeems ; ha, ha, ha! 
very good faith | pon my honour, Iam not the 
gentleman that you think me, | | 
Jobn. I ought not to think you any gentle- 
man for giving your honour in a falſehood. 
Oh!] them play actors you went amongſt have 
quite ſpoiled you. I wiſh only one of e'm wou'd 
come in my way. I'd teach em to bring a gen- 
temen s ſon tramboozing about the EMI 


Enter STAGE n N. 


Coach, Any paſſengers here for the balloon 
coach? 

Rev. I was going; © but by the care of ſtan- 
ders by, prevented was.” 

Fobn, Ay; that was my care—I don't fail 


either, ſo you may weegh anchor without us. 
| [Exit n e 


Enter WalrrER. 


Mai. Her ladyſhip's chariot's at the doof] 
and! fancy it's you, Sir, the coachman wants. 
[ Exit Waiter. 
Jobn. Yes, it's me. I attend your honor. 
Rov. Then you inſiſt on it that Iam —— 
John. I inſiſt on nothing, only you ſhall come. 
Rov. Indeed! Shall! « Hear you this tritons of 
the minows? Mark you his abfolute Shall ?” Shall 
is a word that does, not found over agreeable to 
my ears. 
John. Does a pretty girl ſound well to your 
ear? | 
| Kov, © More ! in the clink of her horſes 
hoofs 
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hoofs than twenty hautboys,” Why, is this 
Lady Thing-o-me, pretty? | | 

John. Beautiful as a mermaid, and ſtately as 2 
ſhip under ſail, | | | 
Rov. A beautiful woman ! — © Oh, ſuch a 
fight ! talk of a coronation.” 

John. Coronation ! zZounds! what are you 
thinking of ? | | 
Rov. I was thinking of a fide-ſaddle.” 

John. Side-ſaddle! why, we go in a coach. 

Rod. I've a mind to humour the frolic— Well, 
well, I'll ſee your mermaid. But then on the 
inſtant of my appearance the miſtake mult be 
diſcovered. (afide.) Hearky, is this father of 
mine you talk of at this lady's ? 

John. No. Your father's in chace of the de- 
ſerters. I find he's afraid to face the old one, ſo, 
if I tell him he won't go with me. (aſide.) No, 

no, we ſhant ſee him in a hurry. | 
Rov. Then I'll venture. Has the lady ever 
ſeen me? 8 | 

John. Pſha! none of your jokes man; you 
know that her ladyſhip, no more than myſelf, 
has ſet eyes upon you ſince you were the bigneſs 
of a Rumbo Canakin. Et | 

Rov. The choice is made, I have my Ran 
dreſs, in my trunk, © Couſin of Buckingham, 
thou ſage, grave man! | 

John. What? 

Rov. © Since you will buckle fortune on my 
& back, to bear her burthen, whether I will or 
* no, I muſt have patience to endure the load? 
put if black ſcandal, or foul faced” 

John. Black ! my foul face was as fair as your's 
before I went to fea. | | 

Rov. “ Your mere enforcement ſhall acquit- 
* tance me.“ | 


John. 


to 


46 WILD OATS; 
Jobn. Man, don't ſtand preaching parſon Pals 


mer—come to the chariot. 
Rov. Ay, to the chariot! © Bear me, Buce- 
phalus, among the woo ne Po for the Ty- 


gris!“ | | "Ls 


END OF THE SECOND ACT. 
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ACT III. 


SCENE I. 
Labr AMARANTH'S Houſe, 
Enter LADY AMARANTH, and EPHRAIM SMoore. 


Lady AMARANTH. 


Tuo thou haf ſettled that diſtreſſed gentle- 
man's debt, let his ſiſter come unto me, and re- 
mit a quarter's rent unto all my tenants, Te 

Eph. As thou biddeſt, I have diſcharged from 
the pound the widow's cattle ; but ſhall I let the 
lawſuit drop againſt the farmer's ſon, who did 
ſhoot the pheaſant ? Se 

Lady Am. Yea; but inſtantly turn from my 
ſervice the gamekeeper's man that did kill the 
fawn, while it was eating from his hand. We 
ſhou'd hate guile, tho we may love veniſon. 

Eph, I love a young doe, - (ade) Since the 
death of friend Dovehouſe, who, tho* one of 
the faithful, was an active magiſtrate, this part 
of the country is infeſted with covetous men, 
called robbers, and I have in thy name faid ous 

8 
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the people, whoever apprehendeth one of theſe, 
I will reward him, yea with thirty pieces of gold. 
(A loud knocking without). That beating of one 
braſs againſt another at thy door, proclaimeth 
the approach of vanity whoſe pride of heart ſwel- 

Jeth at an empty ſound. [ Exit. * 


Lady Am. But my heart is poſſeſſed with the 


idea of that wandering youth, whoſe benevo- 
lence induced him to part with (perhaps) his all, 
to free the unhappy debtor. His perſon is ami- 
able, his addreſs (according to worldly modes) 
formed to pleaſe, to delight. But he's poor : 
is that acrime? Perhaps meanly born ; but one 
good act is an illuſtrious pedigree, I feel I love 
him, and in that word are contained birth, fame, 


and riches. 


Enter JANE. 


Jane. Madam, my lady, an't pleaſe you. — 

Lady Am. Didſt thou find the young man, 
that I may return him che money he paid for 
my tenant ? 7 1 

Fane. I found him ma'am, and—1 found him, 
and he talked of —what he ſaid. 
Lady Am. What did he ſay? ? | 

ane. He ſaw me, ma'am—and called me 

Blowſabella, and ſaid he would —PFll be hanged, 
ma'am, if he didn't ſay he would Nou, think 
of that but if he hadn't gone to London in the 
ſtage coach. 13 

Lady Am. Is he gone? (With emotion.) 


Enter Joh Doxr. 


Jehn. Oh, my lady, mayhap John Dory is 
| not 
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hot the man to. be ſent after young gentlemen 
that ſcamper from ſchool, and run about the 
country play acting! Pray walk up ſtairs, Maſ- 
ter Thunder. (calls off.) "= 

Lady Am. Haſt thou brought my kinſman hi- 
ther? | 
John. Well, I havn't then. 
Jane. If you havn't, what do you make ſuch 
a talk about t; 

John. Don't give me your palaver—Will you 
only walk up, if you-pleaſe, Maſter Harry? 

Jane. Will you walk up if you pleaſe, Maſter 

ar 

Lad Am. Friendſhip requireth, yet I am not 
diſpoſed to commune with company. —(aſide.) 

Fane. Oh, bleſs me, ma'am ! if it isn't 


Enter Rove, dref. 


Rov. © 'Tis I, Hamlet the Dane !“ —“ Thus 
far, into the bowels of the land, have we march'd 
on,” —* John, that bloody and devouring 
boar!“ 5 

John. He called me bull in the coach. 

Jane. I don't know what brought ſuch a bull 
into the coach 

Rov. This the lady Amaranth! By heavens, 
the very angel quaker ! 

Lady Am. (Turns.) The dear, generous youth, 
my couſin Harry | 

John. There he's for you, my lady, and make 
the moſt of him: 

Jane. Oh, how bappy my lady is! he looks fo 
charming now he's fine. - 

John. Harky ! ſhe's as rich as a Spaniſh India- 
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man, and I tell you, your father wiſhes you'd 
grapple her by the heart court her, you mad 
devil. (apart to Rover.) There's an engagement 
to be between theſe two veſſels; but little cu- 
pid's the only man that's to take minutes, ſo 
come. (to Fane.) | 

Fane. Ma'am, an't I to wait on you? 

John. No, my laſs, you're to wait on me. 
OLE Jane. Wait on this great ſea-bull! am 1 

ma'am ? | 

Jobn. By this, Sir George is come to the 
inn,—without letting the younker know I'll 
$0 bring him here, and ſmuggle both father and 
on into a joyful meeting. (afide.)—(To Fane.) 
Come now uſher me down like a lady. 
Fane. This way, Mr. Sailor Gentleman. 
| I [ Exeunt John Dory and Jane. 
Rov. By heavens a moſt deleCtable Nr 
de. 

Lady Am. Couſin, when I ſaw thee in 5 
village free the ſheep from the wolf, why did'ſt 
not tell me then thou wert ſon to my uncle, Sir 
George? a : | 
Ro. Becaufe, my lady, then I—didn't know 
it myſelf—(afede.) 

Lady Am. Why wou'dſt thou vex thy father, 
and quit thy ſchool. | 1 

Rev. * A truant diſpoſition, good, my lady, 
brought me from Wirtemberg.” 

Lady Am. Thy father deſigns thee for his 
dangerous profeffion ; but is thy inclination 
turned to the voice of trumpets, and ſmites of 
mighty ſlaughter ? 15 

Ro. Why, ma'am, as for old Boreas, my 
e dad, when the blaſt of war blows in his ears, 


« he's a tyger in his fierce . 
| or 


* 
& 
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for me, © I think it a pity, and fo it is, that 
« yillainous ſaltpetre ſhould be digg'd out of the 
« bowels of the harmleſs earth, which many a 
« good tall fellow has deſtroyed, with wounds 
te and guns, and drums, heaven fave the mark * 

Lady Am. Indeed thou art tall, my couſin, 
and grown of comely ſtature. Our families have 
long been ſeparated. ö 

Rov. They have. Since Adam, I believe 
(aſde.) „ Then, lady, let that ſweet bud of 
c love now ripen to a beauteous flower !“ | 

Lady Am. Love! 

Ro. Excellent lady perdition catch my 
« foul, but I do love thee, and when I love 
te thee not, Chaos is come again.“ 

Lady Am. Thou art of an happy diſpoſition. , 

Rov. *© If I were now to die, 'twere now to 
c be moſt happy.. Let our ſenſes dance in 
* concert to the joyful minutes, and this and this 
the only diſcord make.” (kiſſes her hand.) 


Euter ANE, with cake and wine. 


Fane, Ma'am, an't pleaſe you, Mr, Zachariah 

Rov. Why, you fancy yourſelf Cardinal 
% Wolley in this family.“ 

Fane. No, fir, I'm not a Cardinal, Pm only 
my lady's maid here—Jenny Gammon, at your 
ſervice, 

Nov. A bowl of cream for your Catholic 
Majeſty.” | 
| ; 4 Cream! La, Sir, it's wine and water. 

Nou. You get no water, take the wine, 
great Potentate,”—(Preſents @ glaſs io Lady 
Mar ant h.) | 


Fave. 
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Jane. Madam, my father begs leave— 
| Rov. Go, go, thou ſhallow Pomona.” — 
(pits her out. ) Eh, s' death! my co a | 


Enter FARMER e and LAM. 


Gam. I hope her ladyſhip hasn't found out 
*twas I had Banks arreſted. (de.) Would 
your ladyſhip give leave for this here honeſt man 
and his comrade to act a few lays in the town 
*canſe Ive let'n my barn. *Twill be ſome little 
help to me my lady. 

Rov. I underſtand more of theſe affairs chan 
Jadies do. Leave me to ſettle em, madam, 

Lady Am. True; theſe are delufions, as a 
woman, I underſtand not. But by my couſins 
advice I will abide ; aſk his permiſſion, 

Gam. So; I muſt pay my reſpects to the 
young Squire. (a/ide.) An't pleaſe your honour, 
if a poor man like me (#ows) durſt offer my 
humble duty 

Rov. © Can'ſt thou bow to a Vagrant.“ Eh, 
Little Hoſpitality ? 

(Former Gammon looks at him and ſneaks off. 

Lamp. Pleaſe your honour, if I may preſume 
to hope youll be graciouſly pleaſed to take our 
little ſquad under your honor's protection. 

Nov. Ha! 

Lady Am. What ſaiſt thou, Henry ? 

Rov. Ay, where's Henry ? True, that's me, 
Strange I ſhould already forget my name, and 
not half an hour ſince 1 was chriſtened ! (d 
Harky ! do you play yourſelf ? Eh! Ha! Hem! 
fellow! ? 

Lamp. Yes, Sir; and Sir, Ihave juſt now en- 
gageda new actor, one Mr, Royer. Such an actor 

| but 
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but I dare ſay, Sir, you've heard of Mr. Rover. 

Rov; Eh! What! you've engaged that— 
what's his name, Rover? If ſuch is your beſt 
actor, you ſhant have my permiſſion. My dear 
madam, the worſt fellow in the world. Get 
along out of the town, or 1! have all of you, 
man, woman, child, ſtick, rag, and fiddle. 
ſtick, clapt into the whirligig. | 

Lady Am. Good man, abide not here. 

Rov, Eh! What my friend ? Now, indeed, if 
this new actor you brag of, this crack of your 
company, was any thing like a gentleman, 

Lamp. (Surpriſed) It. isn't! G's 1 

Rov. It is. My good friend, if I was really 
the unfortunate poor ſtrolling dog you thought 
me, I ſhou'd tread your four boards, and crow 
the cock of your barn door fowl ; but as fate has 
ordained that I'm a gentleman, and ſon to Sir, 
-—Sir, what the devil's my father's name? (afide) 
you muſt be content to murder Shakſpeare with- . 
out making me an accomplice. | 
Lamp. But, my moſt gentle Sir, I, and my 
treaſurer, Trap, have trumpeted your fame ten 
miles round the country :—the bills. are poſted, 
the ſtage built, the candles book'd, fiddles en- 
gaged ; all on the tip-top of expectation, We 
ſhowd have to-morrow night an overflow, ay, 
thirty pounds. Dear, worthy Sir, you wou'dn't 
go to ruin a whole community and their families, 
that now depend only on the exertion of your 
brilliant talents. 

Rov. Eh! I never was uniform but in one 
maxim, that 1s, tho' I do little good, to hurt 
nobody but myſelf, - 

Lady Am. Since thou haſt promiſed, much as 
J Prize my adherence to thoſe cuſtoms in which I 

was 
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was brought up, thou ſhalt not ſully thy honon 
by a breach of thy word; for truth is more ſhin+ 
ing than beaten gold. Play, if it can bring good 
to theſe people, N 

Rov, Shall 1? | | 

Lady Am. This falleth out well; for I have 
bidden all the wealthy people round unto my 
houſe-warming, and theſe pleaſantries may afford 
them a cheerful and innocent entertainment. | 

Riv. True, my lady; your gueſts an't qua- 
kers, tho” you are; and when we aſk people to 
our houſe, we ſtudy to pleaſe them, not our- 
ſelves. But if we do furniſh up a play or two, 
the muſes ſha'n't honor that. churliſh fellow's 
barn. The God that illumines the ſoul of genius 
ſhou'd never viſit the iron door of inhumanity, 
No Gammon's barn for me! 

Lady Am. Barn! that gallery ſhall , be thy 
theatre; and, in ſpite of the grave doctrines of 
Ephraim Smooth, my friends and I will behold 
and rejoice in thy pranks, my pleaſant couſin. 

Rov. My kind, my charming lady! Hey, 
brighten up, bully Lamp, carpenters, taylor, 
manager, diſtribute your box tickets for my lady's 
gallery,—** Come, gentle coz,” | 

« The actors are at hand, and by their ſhew 

&* You ſhall know all 

„ That you are like to know,” | 
| [ Exeunt, 


SCENE 
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SCENE 11. 


The Inn, 


| 


Enter Harty, in a riding dreſs, and Mo ina 


Har. Tho' I went back to Portſmouth academy 
with a contrite heatt to reſume my ſtudies; yer, 
from my father's angty letter, I dread a woeful 
ſtorm at our firſt meeting. I fancy the people at 
this inn don't recolle& me; it reminds me of my 

leaſant friend, poor Jack Rover; I wonder where 
is now. 

Muz: And it brings to my memory a certain 
ſtray-vaguing acquaintance of mine, poor Dick 
Buſkin. 

Har. Ha, ha, ha! Then I deſire, Sir, you'll 
turn Dick Buſkin again out of your memoty. 

Muz. Can't, Sir. The dear good-natur'd, 

wicked - beg your honor's pardon. 
Har. Oh, but Muz, you muſt, as ſoon as I'm 
dreſs'd, ſtep out and enquire whoſe houſe is this 
my father's at; I did not think he had any ac- 
quaintance in this part of the country. Sound 
what humour he's in, and how the land lies, be- 
fore I venture in his preſence. 


Enter W AITER, 


Wait. Sir, the room is ready for you to dreſs. 
Exit. 


Har. I ſhall only throw off my boots, and 
you'll ſhake a little powder in my hair. 4 | 
UZ. 
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Ado, Then, hey, aſl I ſhoulder my curling 
Irons. LExeunt. 


Enter Sir Genet THUNDER, and LaxpLozD, 


* Geo. I can hear nothing of theſe deſerters; 
yet, by my firſt intelligence, they I not venture 
up to London. They muſt ſtill be lurking about 
the country. Landlord, have any ſuſpicious per- 
ſons put in at your houſe? 

Land. Yes, ſir; now and then. 

Sir Geo. What do you do with them? 

Land. Why, Sir, when a man calls for liquor, 
that I think has no money, I make him pay be- 
fore-hand. 

Sir Geo. Damn your liquor, you ſelf-intereſted 

poiſe ! Chatter your own private concerns, 
when the public good, or fear 2 2 general calamity 
ſhou'd be the only compaſs. Theſe fellows that 
I'm in purſuit of have run from their ſhips ; if our 
navy's unmann'd, what becomes of you and your 
houſe, you cormorant ? , 

Land. This is a very abuſive ſort of a gentle. 
man; but he has a full pocket, or he wou'dn't be 
ſo ſaucy. (aſide.) [ Exit. 

Sir Geo. T his raſcal, I believe, doesn't know 
I'm Sir George Thunder. Winds ſtill variable, 
blow my affairs right athwart each other.—To 
know what's become of my runagate fon To 
and there my rich lady niece, preſſing and ſqueez- 
ing up the noble plumage of our illuſtrious family 
in her little, mean quaker bonnet ; but I muſt up 
to town after—S'blood, when I catch my ſon 
Harry !—Oh, here's John Dory. 


Enter 
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Enter Joux Dory, 


Have you taken the places in the London coach 
far met... n 
Jobn. Hahoy ! your honor, is that yourſelf? 
Sir G. No, I'm beſide myfelt—heard any thing 
of my ſon _ | 
John. What's o'clock ? 
Sir G. What do you talk of clocks or time- 
pieces All glaſſes reck'ning, and log-line are 
run wild with me. | 
John. If its two, your ſon is at this moment 
walking with Lady Amaranth in her garden. - 
Sir G. With Lady Amaranth 8 
Jo bn. It half after, they're caſt anchor to reſt 
themſelves amongſt the poſies; if three, they're 
got up again; if four, they're picking a bit of 
cramm'd fowl; and, if half after, they're crack- 
ing walnuts over a bottle of Calcavella. 
Sir G. My ſon! my dear friend, where did 
you find him? 
Join. Why, I found him where he was, and 
J left him where he is. | 
Sir G. What, and he came to Lady Ama- 
ranth's ? | | 
Juobn. No; but I brought him there from this 
houſe in her ladyſhip's chariot. 1 won't tell him 
maſter Harry went among the players, or he'd 
never forgive him. (ade) Oh! ſuch a merry, 
civil, crazy, crack-brain! the very picture of 
your honor. | 
Sir G. Ha, ha, ha! What, he's in high ſpirits ? 
ha, ha, ha! the dog! (ſeyfully)) But I hope he 
had diſcretion enough to throw a little gravity 
over his mad humour, before his prudent couſin. 
Vol. Ih, I FJobn. 
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Jobn. He threw himſelf on his knees before 
her, and that did quite as well. 

Sir G. Ha, ha, ha! made love to her already! 
Oh, the impudent, the cunning villain! What, 
and may be he 

John. Indeed he did gave her a ſrnack. 

Sir G. Me; ha, ha, ha! 

Jobn. Oh, he's your's! a chip of the old block, 

Sir G. He is! he is! ha, ha, ha! | 

John. Oh, he threw his arms around her, as 
eager as I would to catch a falling decanter of 
Madeira, 

Sir G. Huzza ! victoria Here will be a junc- 
tion of two bouncing eſtates! but, confound 
the money. John, you ſhall have a bowl for a 
jolly boat to ſwim in; roll in here a puncheon of 
rum, a hogſhead of ſugar, ſhake an orchard of 
oranges, and let the landlord drain his fiſh-pond 
vonder. (ings) A bumper! a bumper of good 
liquor,” 

John. Then, my good maſter, Sir George, I'll 
order a bowl in, ſince you are in the humour for 
it—* We'll dance a little, and fing a little” 

Exit ſinging 

Sir C. And ſo the wild rogue is this infant 
rattling up her prim ladyſhip. Eh, isn't this he? 
Left her already ! 


Enter HARRY dreſs. 


Har. I muſt have forgot my cane in this room 
— My father! 

Sir G. (looks at his watch) Juſt balf aſter four! 
Why, Harry, you've made great haſte in crack- 
ing your walnuts. 


Har. Les; he's heard of my frolics with the 
players. 
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players. (fide) Dear Arber if you'll but for- 

IVVe— 

Sir G. Why, ice Harry, your running 
away was not well L ve heard all, you've acted 
very bad. 

Har. Sir, it ſhould be conſidered I was but a 
novice. 

Sir G. However, I ſhall think of nothing now 

but for your benefit. 
Har. Very odd his approving of—I ſuppoſe he 
means to let me have my frolic out. (a/ide) I 
thank you, Sir, but if agreeable to you, I've done 
with benefits. - 

Sir G. If I wasn't the beſt of fathers, you 
might indeed hope for none ; but no matter, if 
you can get but the Fair Quaker. 

Har. Or the Humours of the Navy, Sir? 

Sir G. What! how dare you reflect on the 
kumours of the navy? The navy has very good 
humours, or I'd never ſee your dog's face again, 
you villain ! But I'm cool, —Eh, boy, a ſnug 
eaſy chariot ? 

Har. I'll order it. Waiter, deſire my father's 
carriage to draw up. (calls off) 

Sir G. Mine, you rogue! I've none here. I 
mean Lady Amaranth's. 

Har. Yes Sir, Lady Amaranth's chariot ! 
(calling off) 

Sir G. What are you at? I mean that which 
you left this houſe in. 

Har. Chariot ! Sir, I left this houſe on foot. 

Sir G. What, with John Dory ? 

Har. No, Sir, with Jack Rover. 

Sir G. Why. John has been a rover to be ſure; 
but now he's ſettled ſince I've made him my 
valet de chambre. 


I 2 | Har. 
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did you meet him ? 


Sir G. I met him on board, and I met him on. 
ſhore, the cabbin, ſteerage, gallery, and fore-. 


caſtle. He failed round the world with me. 

Har. Strange this Sir! certainly I underſtood 
he had been in the Eaſt Indies; but he never 
told me he even knew you; but, indeed, he 
knew me only by the name of Dick Buſkin. 

Sir G Then how came he to bring you to Lady 
Amaranth s? 

Har. Bring me where, Sir? 

Sir G. Anſwer me, are not you now come 
from her Ladyſhip's ? 

Har, Me? Not I. | 

Sir G. Ha! this is a lie of John's to enhance 
his own ſervices, Then, you have not been 
there ? 1 PETR. 

Har. There! I don't know where you mean, 
Sir. 
en G. Yes; *tis all a brag of John' 8, but 


Enter Joan Dory. 


John. The rum and ſugar 1 is ready ; but as for 
the fiſh-pond— - 

Sir G. l'll kick you into it, you thirſty old 
grampus. 

John. Will you? Then PII make a comical 
roaſted orange. 

Sir G. How dare you ſay you brought my 
ſon to Lady Amaranth's. 

John. And who ſays I did not? 

Si, G. He that beſt ſhou'd know ; wo Dick 


Bulkin here. (ironically) 
John. 


— 


Har. Make him your valet! Why, Sir, where 


* 
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: John. Then, Dick Buckſkm might find ſome 


other amuſement than ſhooting off his guns here, 


Sir G. Did you bring my ſon to Lady Ama- 


ranth's in her chariot ? | 

John. And to be fure I did. 

Sir G. There, what do you ſay to that? 

Har. I fay its falſe. 

Jobn. Falſe ! Shiver my hulk, Mr. Buckſkin, 
if you wore a hon's ſkin, I'd curry you for this. 


[ Exit. in a rage. 


Sir G. No, no, John's honeſt, I ſee thro' it 
now. The puppy has ſeen her, perhaps he has 
the impudence not to like her, and fo blows up 
this confuſion and perplexity only to break off a 
marriage that I've ſet my heart on. : 

Har. What does he mean? Sir, I'll aſſure you— 

Sir G. Damn your aſſurance, you diſobedient, 
ungrateful—I'll not part with you till I con- 
front you with Lady Amaranth herſelf face to 
face, and if I prove you've been deceiving me, 
I'll launch you into the wide ocean of life with- 


out rudder, compaſs, grog, or tobacco. | 
[ Exeunt, 


e | 
END OF THE THIRD ACT, 
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SCENE I. 
Lapy AMARANTH's Houſe. 


Enter Lavy AMARANTH, reading. 


Lavy AMARANTH. 


Tur fanciful flights of my pleaſant couſin en- 
chant my ſenſes. This book he gave me to read 
containeth good moral. The man Shakſpeare 
that did write it, they call immortal; he muſt 
indeed have been filled with a divine ſpirit. I 
underſtand, from my couſin, the origin of plays 
were religious myſteries; that, freed from the 
ſuperſtition of early, and the groſsntſs of latter 
ages, the ſtage 1s now the vehicle of delight and 
morality. If ſo, to hear a good play, is taking 
the wholeſome draught of precept from a golden 
cup, emboſs'd with gems; yet, my giving coun- 
tenance to have one in my houſe, and even to 
act in it myſelf, prove the aſcendency that my 
dear Harry hath over my heart —Ephraim 


Smooth is much ſcandalized at theſe doings, 


Enter 
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Enter EPHRAIM SMOOTH. 


Eph. This manſion is now the tabernacle of 
Baal. 8 
Lady Am. Then abide not in it. 

Eph. Tis full of the wicked ones. 

Lady Am. Stay not amongſt the wicked ones. 
(loud laughing without) 

Eph. I muſt ſhut mine ears. 

Lady Am. And thy mouth alſo, good Ephraim. 
I have bidden my couſin Henry to my houſe, and 
I will not ſet bounds to his mirth to gratify thy 
ſpleen, and ſhew mine own inhoſpitality. 

Eph. Why doſt thou ſuffer him to put into 
the hands of thy ſervants books of tragedies, 
and books of comedies, prelude, interlude, yea, 
all lewd, My ſpirit doth wax wrath. I fay un- 
to thee, a play-houſe is the ſchool for the old 
dragon, and a play-book, the primmer of Belze- 
bub. carl 
Lady Am. This is one; mark! (reads) © Not 
e the King's crown, nor the deputed ſword, the 
„ marſhall's truncheon, nor the judge's robe, 
« become them with one half ſo good a grace as 
* mercy doth. Oh, think on that, and mercy 
* then will breathe within your lips like man 
* new made!” Doth Belzebub ſpeak ſuch words? 

Eph. Thy Kinſman hath made all the ſervants 
actors, | | 

Lady Am. To act well is good ſervice. 

Eph. Here cometh the damſel for whom my 
heart yearneth. (ade) | 


Enter © 
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Enter Jays, (reading). 


Jane. Oh, Ma'am, his honor the ſquire, ſays 
the play's to be As you like it.“ 
Epb. I like it not. 10 
Jane. He's given me my character. I'm to be 
miſs Audrey, and brother Sims's to be William 
of the foreſt as it were, But how am J to get 
my part by heart? | 
Lady Am. By often reading it. 
Jane. Well, I don't know but that's as good 
a WAy AS any. But I muſt ſtudy it. The gods 
« give us joy.“ [ Exit. 
Epb. Thy maidens ſkip like young kids. 
Lady Am. Then do thou go ſkip with them. 
Eßpb. Mary, thou ſhou'd'it be obeyed in thine 
own houſe, and I will do thy ming, 
Lady Am. Ah, thou hypocrite! To obey is ea- 
ſy when the heart commands, 


Enter RovER. 


Rover. Oh, my charming couſin, how agree 
you and Roſalind? Are you almoſt perfect? 
Ez, what, all a-mort, old Clytus ?” “ Why, 
% you're like an ang fiend broke in among the 
<« laughing gods.” = me, come, I'll have no- 
thing here, bat, *“ quips and cranks and wreath- 
© ed ſmiles, ſuch as dwell on Hebe's cheek.” 
(looking at Lady Amaranth) 

Lady Am. He ſays we mus'n't have this 
amuſement. 

Rov. But I'm a voice potential, double as 
e the Duke's, and I ſay we mult.” 

Eph. Nay. 

Rover. Yea: © By Jupiter, 1 ſwear, aye,” (Mu- 
"fic without) 

Eph. 
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Eph. I muſt ſhut my ears. The man of fin. 
rubbeth the hair of the horſe to the bowels of 
the cat. 


Enter LamP, with a Violin. 


Lamp. Now, if agreeable to your Ladyſhip, 
* 80 over your ſong. | 
I will go over it. ( ſmathes the book from 
* 3 throtos it on * ground, and feps 
on it.) 
2 Trample on Shakff Lee | * A ſacri- 
« legious thief, that, from a elf the precious 
« diadem ſtole, and put it in his pocket! (tales 
up the book and preſents it to Lady Amaranth) Si- 
lence, © thou owl} of Crete,” and hear the 
1 Cuckoo's ſong.” 

Lady Am. To practice it Pm content. 

(Lamp — to play. Ephraim joſtles him, ane 
puts him out of tune. 

Lamp. Why, what's that for, my dear fir? 

Eph. Friend, this is a land of freedom, and 
I've as much right to move my elbow, as thou 
haſt to move thine. (Rover puſhes him) Why 
doſt thou ſo friend ? : 

Rov. * Friend, this is a land of freedom, and 
„I have as much right to move my elbow, as 
* thou haſt to move thine.” (v Ephraim out) 
Verily, I could ſmite that Amalekite *till the 
e going down of the ſun.” 

Lady Am. But, Harry, do your people of fa- 
ſhion act theſe follies themſelves. 

Rov. Ay, and ſcramble for the top parts as 
eager as for ſtar, ribband, place or penſion; and 
no wonder, for a good part in a play is the firſt 
good character ſome of them ever had. Lamp, 
decorate the ſeats out ſmart and theatrical, and 
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drill the ſervants that I've giv'n the ſmall parts 
Lady Am. I wiſhed for ſome entertainment, (in 
which 827 people now take delight) to pleaſe 


thoſe I have invited; but we'll convert theſe fol- _ 
lies into 2 charitable purpoſe. Tickets for this 
day ſhall be delivered unto my friends gratis; 
but money to their amount, I will, (after reward- 
ing our aſſiſtants) diſtribute amongſt the indi- 
ent of the village. Thus, whilſt we pleaſe our- 
ſelves, and perhaps amuſe our friends, we ſhall 
make the poor happy. Exit. 
Nov. An angel! If Sir George doesn't ſoon 
arrive to blow me, I may, I think, marry her 
angelic ladyſhip ; but will that be honeſt ; ſhe's 
nobly born, tho' I ſuſpect I had anceſtors too if 
I knew who they were. I certainly entered this 


| houſe the pooreſt wight in England, and what 


muſt ſhe imagine when 1 am diſcover'd? That I 
am a ſcoundrel ; and, conſequently, tho? I ſhould 
fleſs her hand and fortune, inſtead of loving, 
ell deſpiſe me (its) I want a friend now, 
to conſult—deceive her I will not. Poor Dick 
Buſkin wants money more than myſelf, yet this 
is a meaſure I'm ſure he'd ſcorn. No, no, I muſt 
not, 


Inter HAAR RV. 


Her. Now I hope my paſſionate father will be 
convinced this is the firſt time I was ever under 
this roof. Eh, what beau is here? Aſtoniſhing 


My old ſtrolling friend! (unperceived, fits by Ro- 


ver) 
Rov. Heigho! I don't know what to do. 


Har. (in the ſame tone) Nor what to ſay.” 
(in the /c 2 e 
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Rov. (turns) Dick Buſkin ! My dear fellow! 


Ha, ha, ha! Talk of the devil, and! was juſt 
thinking of you—pon my ſoul, Dick, I'm ſo 
happy to ſee you. ( ſhakes hands cordially) 


out. | 

Rev. Found you! Pm ſure I wonder how the 
deuce you found me out. Ab, the news of my 
intended play has brought you. | 

Har. He doesn't know as yet who I am, fo 
I'll carry it on. (fide) Then you too have 
broke your engagement with Truncheon at Win- 
cheſter; figuring it away in your ſtage cloaths 
too. Really tell us what you are at here, Jack. 

Rov. Will you be quiet with your Jacking 2 
I'm now Squire Harry. 

Har. What? 5 

Rov. I've been preſſed into this ſervice by an 
old man of war, who found me at the inn, and, 
inſiſting I'm ſon to a Sir George Thunder, here, 
in that character, I flatter myſelf I have won the 
heart of the charming lady of this houſe. 

Har. Now the myſtery's out. (ade) Then it's 
my friend Jack has been brought here for me. 
= you know the young man they take you 

or ? 

Rov. No; but I'm proud to ſay he is honored 
in his 1 Jack, Wo 
Har. Upon my ſoul, ou'rea v I 
fellow. 14 BY © > . ee 

Rov. I am, now ] can put ſome pounds in 
your pocket; you ſhall be employed we're 
getting up © As You Like It”, Let's ſee, in 
the caſt, have I a part for you—Vll take Touch- 


ſtone from Lamp, you ſhall have it, my boy; I'd 


k 2 relign 


— 


Har. But, Jack, eb, perhaps you found me 


— S > ee - 


* 
* r 


on 


reſign Orlando to you with any other Roſalind: 

but the lady of the manſion plays it herſelf. 

Har. The very lady my father intended for 
me. (ade) Do you love her, Jack? 

- Rov.. To diſtraction; but I'll not have her. 

Har. No! Why? 

Rov. She thinks me a gentleman, and I'l not 
convince her I am a raſcal. . Fil go on with our 
play, as the produce is appropriated to a | 
purpoſe, and then lay down my ſquireſhip, bid 

Adieu to my heavenly Roſalind, and exit tor ever 

0 from her houſe, poor Jack Rover. 

of Har. The generous fellow I ever thought him, 

+ and he ſha'n't_loſe by it. If I could make him 

il believe — (ade; pauſes) Ha, ha, ha! Well, this 

Rl is the moſt whimſical affair] You've anticipated; 

ſuperceded me, ha, ha, ha! You'll ſcarce believe 

$ that I'm come here too (purpoſely tho) to. 20g, 
myſelf for this young Henry, 


7 
— — a 2 
— 

— 2 


4 Rov. No! 

bf 2 - Hey." lam. .: : 

j Sir G. (without) Harry, where are you ? 

þ Ro. Eh! Who's that? 

4 Har. Ha, ha, ha! I'Il try it, my father will be 
| curſedly vex'd ; but no other way. (aſide) | 
1 Rov. Somebody call'd Harry 4 If the real 
9 Simon Pure” ſhou'd be arrived, I'm in a fine 
» way. 

1 Har, Be quiet—that's my confederate. | 

fl Rov, Eh! 


3 Har. He's to perſonate the father, Sir George | 
. Thunder. He ſtarted the ſcheme having heard 
= that a union was intended, and Sir George} not 
K immediately expected—our plan is, if I can, be- 
int fore his arrival, flouriſh myſelf into the lady's 
; good graces, and whip her VP, as ſhe's an wh 
ov 
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Nov. But who is this comrade? N 

Har. One of my former company: a deviliſh 
good actor in the old men. | 

Rov. So, you're turn'd fortune: hunter! Oh 
ho! then 'twas on this plan that you parted with 
me on- the road, ſtanding like a finger-poſt, 
« you walk up that way, and I walk down this.” 
Why Dick, I did'nt know you were half ſo ca- 
pital a rogue. 

Har. I didn't know my forte lay that way, 1 
perſuaded by this experienc'd ſtager. 

Rov. He muſt be an impudent old ſcoundrel; 
who is he? Do I know him? 

Har. Why, no- l hope not. (Ade) 7 

Rov. I'Il ſtep down ſtairs, and have the honor 
of—]'11l kick him. 

Har. No, I wou'dn't have him hurt either. 

Nov. What's his name? 

Har. His name is—is—Abrawang. 

Rov. Abrawang ! I never heard of him, but, 
Dick, why wou'd you let him perſuade you to 
ſuch a ſcandalous affair? 

Har. Why faith, I would have been off it; 
but when once he takes a project into his head, the 
devil himſelf can't drive him out of it. 

Rov. Yes; but the conſtable may drive him 
into Winchefte er goal. 

Har. Eh! Toke opinion of our intended ex- 
ploit has made me aſham'd of myſelf—Ha, ha, 
ha! Harkey, Jack, to frighten and puniſh my 
adviſer, do you {till keep your character of young 
ſquire Thunder—you can eaſily do that, as he, 
no more than * has ever ſeen the young 
gentleman. 

Rov. But by heavens 11—* _ him down, 
Bardolph.“ 
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Har. Yes, but, Jack, if you can marry her, 
her fortune is a ſaug thing; beſides if you love 


5 


each other, —!I tell you— _ 


Rov. Hang her fortune! © my love more 


* noble than the world, prizes not quantity of 


« dirty lands.” Oh, Dick, ſhe's the moſt lovely 
but you ſhall ſee her, ſhe is female ener in its 
genuine decoration. . | 
Har. Ha, ha, ha! this is the drolleſt— 

little ſuſpects that I'm the identical ſquire Thun- 
der that he perſonates.—I Il lend kim my cha- 
racter a little longer.— es, this offers a moſt 
excellent opportunity of making my poor friend's 

fortune, without injuring any body; if poſſible 


he ſhall have her. I can't regret the loſs of charms 


I never knew, and, as for an eſtate, my father's 
is competent to all my wiſhes. Lady Amaranth, 
by marrying Jack Rover, will gain a man 'of 


honour, which ſhe might mils in an Earl—it may 


teize my father a little at firſt, but he's a good 


old fellow in the main, and, I think, when he 


comes to know my motive—Eh ! this muſt be 
ſhe—an elegant woman faith! Now for a little 
finefſe to continue her in the belief that Jack is 

the man ſhe thinks him. uu 


Enter LADY AMARANTH. 


Madam, a word if you pleaſe. (Swing) 

Lady Am. Who art thou, friend ? 

Har. I've ſcarce time to warn you againſt the 
danger you are in of being impoſed upon by 
your uncle, Sir George. 

Lady Am. How? | 

Har. He has heard of your Ladyſhip' s partia- 
lity for his ſon; but is ſo incenſed at the irregu- 


lar "7 of his conduct, that he intends, if poſſible, to 
diſin- 
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him with your hand, has engaged, and brought 
me hither, to paſs me on you for him, deſigu- 
ing to treat the poor young gentleman himſelf as 
an impoſtor, in hopes you'll baniſh him your 
heart and houſe. | IE 

Lady Am. Is Sir George ſuch a parent ? I thank 
thee for thy caution. What is thy name! 

Har. Richard Buſkin, Ma'am ; the Rage is 
my profeſſion. In the young 'ſquire's late excur- 
fion, we contracted an intimacy, and I faw fo 
many good qualities in him, that I conld not 
think of being the inftrument of his ruin, nor 
deprive your Ladyſhip of fo good a huſband, as 
I'm certain he'll make er | : 
i ben Sir George intends to diſown 
im? 3 

Har. Tes, Ma'am; I've this moment told the 

oun tleman of it; and he's determined, 
or a jeſt to return the compliment, by ſeeming 
to treat Sir George himſelf as an impoſtor. 

Lady Am. Twill be a juſt retaliation, and, in- 
deed, what my uncle deſerveth for his cruel in- 
tentions both to his ſon and me. 

Sir G. (without) What, has he run away again ? 

Lady Am. That's mine uncle. 

Har. Yes, here is my father; and my ſtand- 
ing out that I am not his ſon, will rouze him in- 
to the heat of battle, ha, ha, ha! (ade) Here 
he is, Madam, now mind how he will dub me 
'{quire. 

Lady Am. Its well I am prepared, or I might 
have believed him. (+ 


Euter 


diſinherit him; and to prevent your boncring 5 5 
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Enter Six G ο np. 


Sir G. Well, my Lady, wasn't it my wild rogue 


| ſet you to all the Calcavella capers you've been 


cutting in the garden? Tou ſee here I have 
brought him into the line of battle again—you 
villain, why do you drop aſtern there? throw a 
falute-ſhot, buſs her bob-ſtays, bring to, and 
come down ftraight as a maſt, you dog. 
Lady Am. Uncle, who is this? 3 Ws: 
Sir G. Who is he ! Ha, ha, ha ! That's an odd 
queſtion to the fellow that has been three hours 
with you cracking walnuts. -. | 
Lady Am. He is bad at his lefſon. 
Sir G. Certainly, when he ran from ſchool— 


why don't you ſpeak, you lubber ? you're curſk 


modeſt now, but before I came, *twas all down 
amongſt the poſies Here, my Lady, take woes | 
a father's hand, Harry Thunder. 
Lady Am. That is what 1 may not. 1 
Sir G. There, I thought you'd diſguſt her, 
you. flat fiſh!  - 


Enter RovRR. 


Lady Am. (taking Rover*s hand) Here unele, 
take 3 my hand, Harry Thunder. 

Sir G. Eh! ( ftaring at Rover) 

Rover. Oh! this is our ſham Sir George ? 
(apart to Harry) 
Har. Yes; I've been telling the Lady, and 
ſhe'll ſeem to humour him. (apart to Rover 

Rover, I ſhan't tho', How do you do, Abra- 
wang * 

Sir G. Abrawang ! 


Rov. 
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Roder. You look like a good aftor.—Ay, thats 
very well, indeed—never loſe fight of your cha- 
racter - you know, Sir George Thunder is a noiſy, 
turbulent, wicked old ſeaman.— Angry l —.— i 
—pout your under lip, purſe your brows very. 
well! But, dem it, Abrawang, you ſhou'd have 

put a little red u ny your noſe—mind a rule, ever 

_ an angry old man, with a red e That's 
right ! ſtrut about on 4 little pegs. 

Sir G. I'm in ſuch a fury! ; 

Ro. We know that. W figure i is 155 ed | 
happy comedy ſquab L ever ſaw, why only ſhew 
yourſelf, and you ſet the audience in a roar, 

Sir G. S'blood and fire! | : 

Rov, Keep it up, L like fun,” 

Lach Am. Who is this! (70 Sir George, pointing 
to Raver) 

Sir G. Some puppy Ane | | 

Lady Am. And you don't know this gentle- f 
man ? (to Rover, pvinting to Sir George) 

Rov. Excellently well. He's a onger.” 

Sir G. A what? 

Lady Am. Yes, father and hs are determined 
not to know each other. | 

Rov. Come, Dick, give the lady a ſpecimen . 
of your talents, © Motley s your only wear, ha, 
© ha, ha! © I met a fool in the foreſt.” “ 

Har. Here comes Audrey, © Salutation aud 
= greeting to you all, Trip, . apace, good 
e Audrey.” 


Enter Jaxx, 2 her arm under bis, they trip k 
round, then go up to Sir George.) | 


Jane. La warrants, what Seatures * ( 

Sir George.) | 
Sir G. S' blood, what's mo? - | 

Vor. II. | L Har, 
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Bar: 4 A homely thing, Sir, but dename 


own.” 


Fir C. Vaur'a? Ob, you math audacious | 


| Jane. % Lthank the: gods for ray Guttiſhneſs.” 
| Lady. am You know this youth? (ta Rover, 
e wel 2 2 cal Horatio” I wear him 
in my Thor. core, yea in my heart of hearts,” 
as 1 do thee. (kiſſes her hand) 

Sir G. Such freedom with my niece before my 
face ! Do you know thathdy, doi you. know. my | 
ſon, Sin? 

Rov. Be quiet. Jaffier has: diſcover'd: the 
prob, and you can't deceive. the Senate.“ 
A 0 Ves, my conſcience woudn't let me carry 
t thro”. 

Rov. © Ay, his conſcience hanging about the 
4 neck of his heart, ſays, good Launcelot, and 
“good Gobbo, as. aforeſaid, good, Launcelot 
“ Gobbo, take to thy heels and run.“ | 
Sir G. Why, my Lady! explain, ſcoundrel, 


Lady Am. Uncle, I've. heard thy father was 
kind 0 thee, return that kindneſs to thy child. 


_ what, this flue} 


and puppy. unknown. 


If the lamb in wanton play. doth fall among the 


waters, the ſhepherd taketh him out, inſtead of 
plunging him deeper till he dieth. Tho* thy 
hairs now be grey, I'm told they were once 
flaxen; in ſhort, he 1s too old in folly, who can- ' 
not excuſe it in youth, [ Extte 
Sir E. Tm an old fool! Well, that's civil of 
you, Madam niece, and I'm a grey ſhepherd— 
with her viſions and her vines, and her lambs in 


+ ditch; but as for you, young Mr. Goat, II 


butt you 
Rev: 
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Mov. My dear, Abrawang, give up the game 
ber Ladyſhip, in ſeeming to take you for her 
uncle, has been only humming 


her own true born uncle? 
Sir C. Certainly ; to be ſure ſhe knows me. 


Rov. Will you have done? Zounds, man; my 


honor'd father was here himſelf to day=Her La- 
dyſhip knows his perſon 


g. Your honor'd father! And ivho's your | 


honor'd ſelf ? 
Rov. Now by my father's ſon, and thats 


« myſelf, it ſhall - ſun, moon, or a Cheſhire 


* cheeſe—before I bud ge—fuill crols'd and 
6 croſs'd.” 


Sir G. What do you bawl out to me of 


Cheſhire cheeſes, I fay— 

Rov. “ And I ſay, as the ſaying is”—your 
friend, Dick, has told me all; but to convince 
you of my for iveneſs, in our play, as you're 2 
rough and tough, I'll caſt you Charles the Wreſtler, 
I do Orlando; ru trip up your heels before the 
whole court, 

Sir G. Trip up my heels! Why, dam'me, Tl 
—And you, you undutiful chick, of an old 


pelicat—{lifting up his cane to Arite Harry) 
Enter Jou (who riteives the blow.) 


Jobn. What are you at here? cudgelling the 
people about? But Mr. Buckſkin, I've a word ta 
fay to you in private. 

Sir G. Buckſkin 


Exter Lame, TRA, and two female Servants. 


men and women! 


L 2 Sir . 


you | What the. 
devil, don't you think the fine creature kiows 


Lamp. © All the world's a ftage, and all the 
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ec him to the earth, like a dead dog 
e hlindneſs and jeproſy, lameneſs and lunacy, 


* on me if J dont“ bang Mr. Abrawang. 


"06  ©"WILD'ORTS; | — 


Sir G. The men are rogues, and the women 


« A blow! Eſſex a blow” Wn old 
. impoſtor ſtigmatize me with a blow—no, 
I muſt not put up with it.---Zounds I ſhall be 
tweak d by the noſe all round the country---Pll. 
follow og « Strike me ! So may this arm daſh 
deſpiſed--» ' 


ce pride, ſhame, and the name of villain light 


LE, | 


SCENE II. 
Another Apartment. 
Enter Lady AMARANTH, and Baxxs, 


Banks. Madam, I could have paid the rent. of 


my little cottage; but I dare fay it was withou 


your ladyſhip's knowledge that your ftewar, 
has turn'd me out, and put my neighbour in 
poſſeſſion. 

Lady Am. My ſteward oppreſs the poor! I did 


not know it indeed friend. 


Banks. The pangs of adverſity I could bear; but 
the innocent partner of my misfortunes, my un- 
happy ſiſter 

Lady Am. I did defire Ephraim to ſend for thy | 
ſiſter Did ſhe: dwell with thee, and both now 


without a home! ? Let her COME to mine. a 
Banks ' 
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' Banks. The hand of miſery hath krek us de. 


- neath your notice. 


Am. Thou doſt. miſtake To need my : 


aſſiſtance is the en claim to 1 n ; let 
me ſee her. © Exit Banks. 
J could chide myſelf that theſe imes have 
turned my eye from the houſe of woe. Ah! think; 


ye proud and happy affluent, how many in your 


dancing moments, pine in want, drink the falt 


tear; their morſe}, the bread- of miſery,” whillt - 


ſhrinking from the cold blaſt 1 into ee cheerleſs 
hovels. * 


Re- Enter Banks, Mag in Ants) * 


Banks, Madam, my ſiſter. (bows and retires) 

Lady Ame. Friend thou art welcome—I feel 
myſelf-intereſted in thy concerns. | 

Ame. Madam 

Lady Am. I judge thou wer” t not always un- 
happy—Tell me thy condition, then I ſhall better 
know how to ſerve thee. 15 thy brother thy ſole 
kindred ? 

Ame. I had a huſband, wa a ſon. 

Lady Am. A widow ! If it recal not images 
thou wou'd'ſ forget, impart to me thy ſtory— Tis 


rumour'd in the village, thy brother is a CIO. 


— fell me. 


Ame. Madam, he was; but he has loft his early 


patron, and is now poor and unbeneficed. 

Lady Am. But thy huſband— 

Ame. By this brother's advice, now twenty 
years ſince, I was prevailed on to liſten to the 


addreſſes of a young fea officer, (my-. brother | 


was then a Chaplain in the navy) but to our 
jurprizg and mottification, we dilcovered by the 
honeſty 
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honeſty of a ſailor, in whom he put confidence, 
that the Captain's deſign was only to decoy me 


is ill. | 


that humble aſylum, from whence we'ye. both 


WILD OATS . 


into a ſeeming marriage, he having ordered bim 
to procure a counterfeit clergyman; our humble 
friend, inſtead of us, put the deceit upon his mniaſtes, 


by concealing from him that my brother was n 


orders; he, flatter d with the hopes of procuring 
me an eſtabliſhment, gave into the ſuppoſed — 
poſture, and performed the ceremony. 


Lady Am. Duplicity, even with à good intent, 


1 
N : 


Ame. Madam, the event has juſtified your Cen 
ſure; for my huſband, not knowing himſelf 
bound by any legal tie, abandon'd me I follow'd 


him to the Indies, diſtracted, ftilt ſeeking him 


I left my infant at one of our ſettlements; but, 
after a fruitleſs purſuit, on my return, I found the 
friend to whoſe care I had committed my child, 
was compell'd to retire from the ravages of war, 
but where I could not learn: rent with agonizing | 
pangs, now without child or huſhand, I again fas 
England, and my brother, who, wounded with 
remorſe, for being the cauſe of my misfortunes 
ſecluded himſelf from the joys of ſocial life, and 
invited me to partake the repoſe of ſolitude in 


juſt 

now been driven, | 79} 
Lady Am. My pity can do thee no good, yet 1 
pity thee ; but as reſignation to what muſt be, 
may reſtore peace, if my means can procure thee 
comfort, they are at thy pleaſure. Come, let thy 
oriefs ſubſide, inſtead of thy cottage, aecept thou 
and thy brother every convenience that this man- 
ſion can afford, [28 | 
Ame. Madam, I can only thank you with— 

_ (reeps) 

Lay An. 
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Lay. An. My thanks are Beben malt 
be chearful. will introduce thee to my 
ſprightly couſin Harry, and his father, my hu- 
mourous uncle ; we have __ going forward 
that may amuſe thee. 
Ane. Kind lady! _ p 

Lady Am. Come, ſmile—tho' a quaker, thou 
ſee'lt I am merry—the ſweeteſt joy of wealth and - 
power is to cheer another's heart, and 
wipe from the ** cheek, the tear of ſorrow. 
_ [Exeunt. 
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END OF TRE FOURTH ACT, 
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SCENE I. 
A Road. 
: Enter Three Ruffians, dreſſed as Sailors, » 


1 Rurrran. 


W 
2d Ruf. Why, we've been long upon our ſhifts, 
and after all our tricks, twiſts, and turns, as 
London was then too hot for us, our tramp to 
Portſmouth was a hit. = 
3d Raf. Ay; but fince the caſh we touched, 
upon 8 to be able bodied ſeamen. is now 
a come to the laſt ſhilling, as we have deſerted, 
ww - _ means of a freſh ſupply to take us back to London 
muſt be thought on. 
2d Rif. How to recruit the pocket without 
hazarding the neck. 
1ſt Ruf. By an advertiſement poſted on the 
ſtocks yonder, there are highway men upon this 
road 


* — ER 
6 — _ * =— — 


— 
* - 


OT nt 192 : * 
— 


5 —. 
: Ss * 
- - = — 
OY —— 


8 A og 
2 ERS 


ch., THE STROLLING GENTLEMEN. „ 


thirty guineas are offered by the quaker lady, oun- 
er of the eſtate round here, to him, who ſhall ap- 
prehend one of theſe collectors; I wiſh we could 
ſnap up any ſtraggler to bring before her. A qua- 
ker will only require a yea for an oath—we. might 
ſack theſe thirty guineas, 

2d Ruf. Ves; but we muſt take care, if we. 
fall into the hands of this gentleman that's in 
purſuit of us—8 death isn't that his man, che old 
boatſwain ? 8 

iſt Ruf. Don't run, I think we three are a 
match for him. Inſtantly put on your characters 
of ſailors, we may get ſomething out of him; a - 
pitiful ſtory makes ſuch an impreſſion on the ſoft 
heart of a true tar, that he'll apen his hard hand 
and drop you his laſt guinea—If we can but make 
him believe we were Preſſed, we * him, only 
mind me, 


Euter Jonx Doav. 
Jobn. To rattle my lantern ! Sir George 8 temper 


now always blows a hurricane. 
2d Ruf. What cheer ? Ce Joby) 
John. Ha hoy ! 
3d Ruf. Bob, up with your ſpeaking trumpet. 
2d Ruf. Do you ſee, brother, this is the thing, 


(Enter Six Gronck, at the back unperceive d) 


Sir Geo, If theſe ſhould be my deſerters. (Ade) 
iſt Ruf. We three hands, juſt come home after 
a long voyage, were prefſed in the river, bag 
without letting us ſee our friends, brought roun 
to Port{mouth, and there we entered freely, cauſe 
VOL, 11, M Why? 
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why? We had no choice, then we run. We hear 
ſome gentleman is in chace of us, ſo as the ſhot i is 
all out, we'll ſurrender. 

Jobn. Surrender! Oh then you've no ſhot le 
indeed —let's ſee. ( ee eels his pocket) J hav'nt the 
loading of a gun about me now, and this ſame 
monſieur poverty is a bitter bad enemy. » 

Sir Geo. They are the deſerters that Ive been 
after. (aſide) | 


Fobn. Meet me in an hour s time in the little 


wood yonder, VIl raiſe a wind ta blow you into 
ſafe latitude—keep out to fea, my maſter's us 
rock you'll certainly ſplit upon. | 
2d Ryf. This is the firſt Ame we ever ſaw you, 
but we'll ſteer by your chart, for I never knew one 
ſeaman to betray another. [ Exeunt Ruffians. 
Sir Geo. Then they have been preſs'd—1 can't 
blame them ſo much for running away. (afide) 
John. Yes, Sir George wou'd certainly hang em. 
Sir Geo. (advancing) I wou'dnt, they ſhall eat 
beef, and drink the King's health, run and tell 
them fo—ſtop, I'll tell them myſelf. | 
Jobn. Why, now you are yourſelf, and a kind, 
good gentleman, as you uſed to be. 
Sir Geo, ſince theſe idle rogues are inclined ta 
return to their duty, they ſhan't want ſea-ſtore— 
take them this money---but hold I'll meet them 
myſelf, and adyiſc them as I would my children. 
pong: feverally. 
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e ge ee SCENE. Il. | errno fed 
N A Wood. 

Enter Rovan, in bis 2 22 with „ Pill. L 

er (agi fated) Which way aid Mr. Abra- 


wang take? Dick Buſkin, I think, has no ſuſpi- 
cion of my intentions: —Such a cholerick ſpark 


will fight,” I dare. ſay. If Lfall, or even ſurvive. 
this affair, I leave the field of love and the fait 


prize to the young man I've perſonated, for I'm 
determined to ſee 
here comes Abrawang. | 


- 17 


Euter Sin Genn | 


Br 6 Geo, Now to relieve theſe fooliſh ſea-gulls-—— 
they muſt be hovering about this coaſt. Ha. 


puppy unknown! 


Rov, You, Sir, are the very man I'was.ſeeking. 


| —You are not ignorant, Mr. Abrawang--- 
Sir Geo, Mr. What? 
Rov. You will not reſign your title, ha, has * 1 


Oh, very well, I'll indulge you, Sir George 


2 under, you honored me with a bloc. 
ir George- Did it hurt you? | 

Rover. S'death ! Sir, as it's my pride to rejedt 
even favours, no mam ſhall offer me an injury. 

Sir Geo; Eh! 

Rov. In rank we're equal. 

Sir Geo. Are we faith ? The Engliſh of all this 
is, we're to fight. 

| 
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ady Amaranth no eee ; 
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ov. Sir, you've marked on me an n indelible | 
ſtain, only to be waſhed out by blood. | 
Sir Geo, Why, Þve but « one objection to fight- | | 
ing you. 
Nov. What's that, & ? 
1 Geo. T hat you're too brave a lad to hs 
killed. | 
Rover. Brave! No, firs at preſent I wear the 
ſtigma of a coward, - 5 
Sir Geo. Zounds! 1 like a bit of fighting -- 
havn't had a morſel a long time---dognt know 
when I've ſmelt nm 10 bring ow a 
woodcock. 
Rov. Take your 
Sir Geo. Yes, but are we to thruſt 0 bul- 


ruſhes like two frogs, or, like ſquirrels, to pelt 


each other with nut ſhells? For I ſee no other 
WEAPONS here, 
Rov. Oh yes, fir; here are weapons. (gives a 
N00) 
: Sir Geo. Well, this is bold work, for a Privateer 
to give battle to a King's ſhip. | 
Rov. Try, yous charge, fr, and take 708 
ground, 
Sir Geo. 1 woo not wiſh to fink, bus; or 
. deſtroy, what I think was built for good ſervice ; 
but, damme, if I don't wing you to teach you 
better manners. (rams the charge) 


Enter the three Ruffians, not perceiving Rovex, 


3d Ruf. Ay, here's the honeſt fellow has brought 
us ſome caſh (looking at Sir George) ; 


2d Ruf. We're betray'd, it's the very man that's 
in purſuit of us, and this promiſe was only a decoy . 


to throw us into his power---The Piſtol | (apart 
ad Raf... 


and pointing to it.) 
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20 Ruf. Well rr you. (eien and wrenches 
the 7 05 e 
* G. Ah, bo 1 
2d Ruf. Lou — our wages now we'll havs | 
yours. (preſents the prece at Sir George, Rover ad- 
vances and knocks it out of his band.) | They run off: 


 Rov. Raſcals! (purſues them) 
Sir G. (takes up the 1 Pao My ery lad ! 


Hl (going) 
Euter Joun Dozr. 


Jobe. No, you ſhan't.- (holding him) 

Sir G. The rogues will— — # 85 

Jobn. Never mind the rogues=(0/e of t- 
ing without, a ſhot fred. F 

Sir G. S'blood! Muſt 1 ſee my preſerver pe- 
riſh. (fruggling) ) 

- 70 Well, d know I'm your preſerver, and 

| periſh, but Il bring you out of harms * 
7 (hill boldin him) 

Sir G. Tho! he'd fight me himfelf—= 

John. Sure we all know you'd 88 the devil. 

Sir G. He ſaved my life. 

John. PII fave your life (takes hin in bis arms) 
80 n haul up, my noble little crab walk!!! 
n. 


— * 


SCENE III. 


A Room in Baxxs's Cottage. 


Enter FARMER GaMMon, Baxxs, and 811—(Sin 
writing and crying.) | 


Can. Boy, go on with the inventory. | 
Sim. 
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Sim. How unlucky! Feyther to lay hold of 
me when I wanted to practice my part. (ade) 
- Banks, This proceeding is very ſevere, to iy 
an execution on my+ wretched, trifling goods. 
Gam. Ay, you know you've gone up to the 
big houſe. with your complaint her ladyſhip's 
ſteward, to be ſure, has made me give back your 
cottage, and farm; — your goods ſeize for 
my rent. l 
Banks. Only lere me a very few neceariapws, 
by the goodneſs of my neighbors, I may foon 
redeem what the law has put into your hands. 
Gam. The affair is now in my lawyer's hands, 


and plaintiff and defendant g about it, 1 4 


is all ſmoke, 

Sim, Feyther, don't be ſo cruel to Mr. Baths: 

Gam. I'll mark what I may want to keep for 
myſelf. Stay here and ſee that not a pin's worth 
be removed without my knowledge. (to Sim) 

Exil. 

Sim. 1'll be dom'd if I'll be your h, 
to bite the poor, that I won't: Mr. Banks, as 
feyther intends to put up your goods at auction, 
if you cou'd but get a friend to buy the choice 
of them for you again. Siſter Jane has got ſtew- 
ard to advance her a quarter's wages, and when 
Pve gone to ſell corn for feyther, beſides pre- 
ſents, I've made a market penny now and then. 
Here—it's not much ; but every little helps. (zakes 
out a ſmall leather purſe, and offers it to Banks) 

Banks. I thank. you, my good-natur'd boyz 
but keep your money. 

Sim. Laſt ſummer, you ſaved me from being 
drown'd in black pool, if you'll not take this, 


Ecod, in there Pll-direQly fling it, and let o 
n 
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nick ſave it, from being drown'd, eto edt „ 


take it now do take it take it—take it. (weeps) | 
Banks. My kind lad, then VII not hurt your 
feeling; by oppoſing your: liberality. (fakes it) 
Sim. He, he, he! you've now given my heart 
ſach a pleaſure as: I never felt, nor I'm ſure __ 
ther afore me. 
Banks. But, Sim, whatever may be his opini- 
on of eee Cres un, Rill remember he your 


parent. 
Sim. I will One:elbow chair; one choad 


ble.” e G Leun. Sim We 
e a $6: 


Ame. The confuſion into which Lady Ama-+ 
ranth's family is thrown by the ſudden depar- 
ture, and apprehended danger of her young cou- 
ſin, muſt have prevented her ladyſhip from giving 
that attention to our affairs, that I'm ſure was 


her inclination. If I can but prevail on my bro- 


ther too, to accept her protection—l can't en- 
joy the delights of her Ladyſhip's hoſpitable 
manſion, and leave him here Kill ſubject to the 
inſults of the churliſh farmer Heaven's ! who's 
chi? ö _  [renares 


Enter Rover. baſtily, bis hair and dreſs diſordered. 


Ro. What a race! I've at laſt got from the 
blood-hounds! Ah, if old Abrawang had but fol- 
lowed and backed me, we'd have © tickled their 
cataſtrophes ;” but when they got me alone, 
three upon one were odds, ſo, ſafe's the word: 
What did they want with my life, if printed, it 
wou'dn't ſell for ſixpence.—Who's houſe is this 
Pve daſh'd into ?—Eh! the friendly cottage of 

my 


| my old gentleman, are you 


my ears, but I up, and when I could no longer 
fight like a maſtif,, Why, I—ran like a grey- 
 hound—But, . dear, ma'am, pray Wray me. 


zu at home? (ealls.) 
Gadſo ! I had a hard ſtruggle for it; yes, murder 
was their intent, ſo it was well for me that 1 was 


born without brains, I'm quite weak, faint ! 


(leans againſt the wall.) 

Ame. (advancing) Sir, are not you well ? (with 
concern.) 

Rov. Madam, I aſk pardon—hem, yes mam, 
very well, I thank you—now exceeding ,well— 
g0 ot into an affray there, a kind of hobble with 

me worthy gentlemen ; only ſimple,” honeſt 
farmers. I fancy miſtook me for a ſheaf of bar, 


ley, for they down with me, and then threſh'd 


ſo heartily, gad, their flails flew merrily about 


This is-very rude, faith, 
Ame. You ſeem. diſturbed, Sir, will you take 
any refreſhment? 
Rov. Madam, you're very good.—Only a lit- 
tle of your currant wine, if you pleaſe; if I 
don't forget it ſtands — juſt — (points — Amelia 
brings a decanter from a beaufet, Rover takes it and 


Fils.) Madam, I've the honor of Kang you 
health. (drinks) > 


Ame. 1 hope you're not hurt, Sir, * uh 

Rov. A little better, but very faint fin, — 
J had a ſample of this before, and liked it Mi 
2 that, madam—* Won't you take ano - 
ther?“ 

Ame. Sir! (takes a glaſs and lays it by. Y + 

Rov. Madam, if you'd been fighting, as | 
have,” you'd—well, well, ( fills and drinks.) now 
I'm as well as any man—* In Illyria,“ got a few 
hard knocks tho? p LY 

Cs 
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Ane. You'd better repoſe yourſelf a Mile, you 1 
ſeemed much diſordered coming in. | 

Rov. (Places chairs and both fit) Why, ma' am, 
you muſt now. thus it Wa 


nb Orricks. nas dul. 


of. Come, ma'am, Mr. Gammon lays this 
chair is wanted to make up the half dozen above. 
(/ays hold of Amelia's chair, ſpe riſes terrified.) 

Nov. What, what's all this?? 

Of. Why, the furniture's ſeized on execution, 
and a man muſt do his duty. 

Roy. Then, ſcoundrel,, know, a man 8 firſt 
duty is civility and tenderneſs to a woman. 

Ame. Heavens! where's my brother? This 
gentleman will bring himſelf into trouble. | 

Offi. Maſter,. d'ye ſee, I'm repreſentative for 
his honour the High Sheriſ, — 

Rov. Every High Sheriff ſhould be a gentle- 
man, and when he's repreſented by a raſcal, he's 
diſhonor'd. Dem it, I might as well live about 
Covent Garden, and every night get beating the 
watch; for here, among groves and meadows, 
I'm always ſquabbling with conſtables. (zakes 
a. ict from a corner of the room, and holds it behind 
im.) 8 

Off. Come, come, I muſt— + 

Rov. As you fay, Sir, laſt Wedneſday, * it 
was,” — Sir, your moſt obedient humble ſervant 
—(bows) Pray, Sir, may I take the liberty to 
know, were you ever aſtoniſhed ? 


with Tear ceremony. 
O. What? 6 6 a 4 


Rov. Becauſe, Sir, I intend to aſtoniſh you; 
my dear fellow, give me your hand (take his 
R N | hand 


mD Orr 


band and ſtrites him. ) Now, Sir, you are aſto- : 


niſhed. 
Offi. Yes 3 but ſes; if I dont ſuit you with an 


action. 


 Rov. «Right, ſuit the ation «to. the: wore | 


« the word to the action, ſee if the gentlewo⸗ 


man be not affrighted“ ! Michael, DI make 


thee an example.“ 


Offi. Yes, fine example, — goods are ſeized 


here by the law, and- 


| 1 


Ro. Thou worm and maggot of the law!” 


Hop me over every kennel, or en ſhall hop 
. without my cuſtom,” | 


+ Ofi. 1 don't value your cuſtom. 


Rod You are aſtoniſhed, now PI wg you. | 
- Of. No, I won't be amazed—but ſy ſee if 1 


don't— _ 
Rov. Hop 
[ Exit Officer muttering and fri Stead 
Stop ma'am, theſe ſort of gentry are unpleaſant 


company for a lady—So ÞIl juſt ſee him to the 


door, and then I'll ſee him outſide the door. 


| (bows, and exit haſtily. 

Ame. 1 feel a firange curioſity to know who 
this young man is, He muft have known the 
houſe by his freedom — but then his gaiety, 
_ (without familiar rudeneſs) native elegance of 
manners, and good breeding, ſeem to make him” 


at home any where—My brother, I think muſt 
know 


Eater Baxks, haſtily, and agitated. 
Banks. Amelia, did you ſee the young man 


that was here? Some ruffians, and a poſle of 


the country * have bound and dragg'd 
him 


— 
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him from the door, on the / allegation. of 
three men who mean to ſwear he has robbed 
them. They have taken him to Lady Ama- 
 ranth's ' 

Ame. How ! He did enter here in confuſion 
as if purſued; but Tu ſtake my life on his inno- | 
cence. 

Banks. The e of * cenſures on Farmer | 
Gammon's conduct, and the friendly office he 
did me, bavebrought the ſordid churl's malice on 
him, and he has encouraged theſe ruffians, in 
hopes of the reward offered by Ephraim Smooth, | 
for apprehending footpads, to drag the young 
fellow up to Lady Amaranth's, where the Far- 
mer ſays, he has already appear'd in a feigh'd 

char * 

Ame. "PU ſpeak to Lady Amaranth, and in 
ſpite of calumny, he ſhall have juſtice—he wou'd 
not let me be inſulted, becauſe he ſaw me an un- 
protected woman, without a huſband or a ſon, 


and ſhall he want an advocate? 9 come. 
[ Exeunt. 


SCENE IV; and laft. 
A dreſſing room in Lady Amaranth's. 


Enter Jax x, with a light. 


Jane. I believe there's not a ſoul in the houſe but 
myſelf; my lady has ſent all the folks round the 
country to ſearch after the young *ſquire, ſhe'll 
certainly break her heart if any thing happens to 


N 2 him 


92 „ wn OATS; 


bim; ; Fd? t wonder, for Gurely he's a dear, 

| Tweet gentleman, the pity of it is, his going 
ſpoils all our fine play, and I had juſt: got my 
Part quite by heart; however, I muſt do the 
room up for Mr. Bank's ſiſter, that YON 12 bu 
invited here. (adjuſts the toilet. ) 


Euter EPHRAIN suoorn. Oy 


ts . The was, John Dory, hath carried the 
man onde, hither in his arms, and hath locked 
him up. Coming into the houſe, they did look 
to me like a blue lobſter with a ſhrimp in his 
claws—Oh, here is the damſel I love, and alone. 

Jane. They ſay when folks look in the glaſs, at 
night, they ſee the black gentleman. (At ſhe's 
a looking in the gloſs, ſees Ephraim over ber aun 
. ſcreams.) | 
| Eph. Thou art employed in vanity. ; 

Jane. Well, who wants you? 

Eph. It is natural for woman to love man. 

Fane. Les; but not ſuch ugly men as you. 
Why wou'd you come in to frighten me, when 
you know there's nobody here but ourſelves, 

Eph. I am glad of that. I am the elm and 
| thou the honey-ſuckle ; let thy arms entwine 
it me. 
4 Fane. Oh, what a rogue is here but yonder 
comes my lady, and Ill ſhew him off to her in 


his true colours. (de.) 
Eph. Claſp me around. 
Fane. Well, I will, if you'll take off your hat, 
and make me a. five low bow. 
Epb. I cannot bend my knee, nor take off i my 


beaver. 


Jane. Then you re very impodent—go along. 
| 7 
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Eph. But to win thy favour. 9 of bis hat # 
and bows.) | | 
Lane. Now kneel Jowt'to me. | 

Eph. I cannot, but one lovely ſmile may | 
ſmite me down. (be ſmiles, he kneels.) | 

Fane. Well now, read me a ſpeech out of that 
fine play book. | 

Eph. I read a play! a-bo-mi-na-ti-on But, 
Jane, wilt thou kiſs me? | 

Jane. I kiſs a man 1—a-bo-mi-na-ti-on! but 
you make take my hand 

Eph. Oh! tis a r to che "I of the 
faithful (kiſſes ber band. us | 


Enter OTE lan aur. 


Lady Am. How ! (taps * on the ſhoulder.) ah, 
thou ſly and deceitful hypocrite ! 

Jane. There, ma'am is the demure, holy man 
that would preyent our play. 

| Lady Am. So ſeverely cenſure others, and 
put fetters on me, which now I'm determined to 
break. = 
 *FEpb. Verily Mary, I was buffetted ay Satan in 

the ſhape of a damſel. | 


Lady Am. Go. : 
Eph, My ſpirit is ſad, tho” my feet move ſo 
nimble. : , [Exit ſlowly. 


Lady Am. But, Oh, heavens, no tidings of 
my deareſt Henry ! Jane, let them renew their 
ſearch, 
Jane. Here's Madam Amelia, you ſee I've got 
her room ready my lady; but ll go make bro- 
ther Sim look for the young "Os [ Exit. 


E nter 


94 SD WILD OATS; 


Enter AMELIA. 


Ame. Oh, madam, might I implore your in- 
fluence with | | "og 
Lady Am. Friend, thou art ill accommodated 
here, but I hope thou wiltexcuſe me My mind is a 
ſea of trouble, my peace ſhipwrecked Oh, friend 
had'ſt thou ſeen my couſin Harry, thou too, all 
who knew him, muſt be anxious for his fafety— 
How unlucky this ſervant to prevent Sir George 
from giving him that aſſiſtance, which paternal 
care, and indeed gratitude demanded, for it was 
filial affection which led him to purſue thoſe 
wicked men. 5 | 
John. (without) Heave a-head! 


Ss Enter JOHN Doxy, and SIR GEORGE. 


Sir G. Raſcal! whip me up like a pound of 
rea, dance me about like a young bear, make me 
-quit the preſerver of my life! yes, puppy un- 
Known will think me a poltroon, and that I was 
afraid to follow, and ſecond him. EM 

John. Well, you may as well turn into your 
hammock for this night outyou ſhall not budge— 
* ( fees Amelia.) Oh! marcy of heaven! isn't it 
Eh, maſter? Only give one look. 925 
Anne. ( ſeeing Sir Geo.) My huſband ! ( fwoons ; 
Lady Amaranth ſupports her.) 

Sir G. Tis my Amelia! 

Jolin. ( flopping Sir George, and locking atten- 
tively at Amelia) Reef the foreſail! firit, you 
crack'd her heart by ſheering off, and now you'll 
overſet her by bringing to.— 85 

Lady Am, Hold —ſoft! She recovers. 


1 


Ame, 
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Ame, Are you. at length returned to me, my | 


Seymour? 5 

Lady Am. Seymour! ber wWiod n diſturbd, | 
this is mine uncle, Sir George Thunder. 

John. No, no, my lady, the knows what ſhe's 
ſaying very well. 

Sir G. Niece, I have been a villain to this 
lady, I confeſs. But, my dear Amelia, Provi- 


dence has done you juſtice in part. From the 


firſt month I quitted you, I have never enter'd 
one happy hour on my journal ; hearing that you 
founder'd and conſidering myſelf the cauſe, the 
worm of remorſe has ſince gnawed my timbers. . 

Ame. Youre not ſtill offended with me. 

Sir G. Me! if you can forgive my offence, and 
condeſcend to take my hand as an atonement— 

Ame. Your hand ! Do you forget that we are 
already married ? 

Sin G. Ay, there was my raſcality. 

Jobn. You may ſay that. 

Sit G. That marriage, my dear—I'm aſham'd 
to own it; but it was— 

John. As good as if you had been laſh'd toge- 

ther by the chaplain of the Eagle. . 

Sir G. Hold your tongue, you impudent crimp, 
you pandar, you bad adviſer, — I'll ſtrike my 
falſe colours, I now acknowledge that the chap- 
lain you provided was | 

John. Was a good man, and. a greater honor 
to his black, than your honor has been to your 
blue cloth—Eh; by the word of a ſeaman, here 
he is himſelf. 


f 


Enter BANKs, 


Sir G. Your brother ? ing 
Banks. 


9 © © © WILD OATS; 


| Banks. Captain Seymour. OR 8 
Sir. G. My dear Banks, I'll make every repa- 
ration.— Amelia ſhall really be my wife. | 
Banks. That, Sir, my lifter is already; for 


when ! perform'd the marriage ceremony, which 


you took only as the cloak of your deception, 1 
was actually in orders. | 

John. Now, who's the crimp, and the pandar? 
I never told you this fince ; becauſe I thought z 
man's own refte&ions were the beſt puniſhment 
for betraying.an innocent. woman. | 
Sir. G. You ſhall be a poſt=captain, ſink me, if 
you ſha'n't—( ſhakes bands with John Dory 

Lady Am. Madam, my inmoſt ſoul — 
of thy gladneſs, and joy for thy reformation. 
(fo 855 George.) But thy prior marriage to this 
lady, annuls the ſubſequent, and my coufin Harry 
is not now thy heir. 

Sir G. So much the better; he's an unnatural 
cub; but, Amelia, I flatter "myſelf 1 bave an 
heir, my infant boy.— | 

Ame. Ah, huſband, you had. | 

- Sir G. Gone well, well, I ſee I have been 2 
nierable ſcoundrel—Eh, i will, yes, if my ſon 
Harry proceeds in his onworthy diſobedience, ll 
adopt that brave kind lad, that wou'dn't let any 
| body kill me but himſelf. 'My lady, marry 
him, puppy unknown's a fine fellow! Amelia, 
only for him, you would never have found 
your huſband Captain Seymour, in Sir George 
Thunder. 

Ame. How ! 

Banks,” Are you Sir George Thunder i ? 

_ J«bn. Oh, I didn't tell you that at the time 


becapſe 
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becauſe you might be for . him out too 
ſoon and upſet all. 


Enter Laxpton, followed ty W Seen. 


= Land. Pleaſe you, Madam, they've got a foot= | 


pad in cuſtody, 

Eph. I am come to fit in judgment, for chere 
is a bad man in thy houſe, 1 
Jobn. Then why dent you get out of it. 

Eph. Bring him before me. 
Sir G. Before you, old ſquintibus ! And per- 
haps you don't know I'm a magiſtrate? 

Eph. I'll examine him. | 

Sir G. You be damn'd—T'll examine him my- 
— — pony Ephraim) Tow him in here. I'll give 

paſſport to Wincheſter bilboes. 

"= 1 Sir George) Oh, Sir, as you hope for 
mercy, extend it to * youth; but even ſhould 
he be guilty, which from our knowledge of his 
benevolent and noble pature, I think next to an 
impoſſibility, let the ſervices he has rendered to 
us — he protected, relieved your forſaken wife, 
and her unhappy brother, in the hour of want 
and ſorrow. 

Sir G. What, Amelia, plead for a robber 
Conſider, my love, juſtice is above bias or parti- 
ality. If my fon violated the laws of his coun- 
try, I'd deliver him up a public victim to dif- 
grace and puniſhment. 

Lady Am. Ah, my impartial uncle ! Had thy 
country any laws to puniſh him, who inſtead of 
paltry gold, would rob the artleſs virgin of her 
deareſt treaſure, in the rigid Judge, I ſhou'd now 
behold the trembling criminal, 


vor. II. J Q » 0 Enter 


. WILD OATS; 


Euter de u, with Rovan Fund, Ge ketys 55 
Jace averted, and two Ruffians. 


. Eph. (advances) Speak thou. 

Sir G. Hold thy clapper thou. Lou wceniad 

on, have you no means to come at a little 

biſcuit ' and lobſcouſe, but you muſt plunder ? 
The navy wants men, and if you wanted 
like a man fight the enemies of your country, a | 
not turn land pirate, vou alligator! Who are the 
proſecutors? - | 

#pb. Call m— 

85 Geo. Will nobody top bis mouth. (Jobs 
Dory puſhes bim againſt 8 wall ) Who are the 

olecutors ? 

Nwwitch. There, tell his worſhip, the Juſtice. - 

2d Ruffian. A Juſtice—Oh ! the devil! { 
thought we ſhou'd have had nothing but Wen | 

to deal with. (ae 

Sir G. Come, how did this fellow rob you 'Z 
224 Ruffian. Why, your moaned Pl Ar er 

. feign 4 country voice) 
Sir G. (looting at them) Oh, ho! 
2d 2 Zounds, we're wrong —ihis is the 


Sir G. Clap down the batches, ſecure theſe 
ſharks. 
Rov. I thought I ſhou'd find you here, Abra- 
wang, and that you had ſome knowledge of theſe 
fellows. | 

Lady Am. Heavens! my couſin Harry (aldi 

Sir G. The devil! ow; this my ſpear and 
ſhield ? 

Jobn. (advances) My young maſter Oh 
what have you been at here ? (unbinds Rover) This 


rope may yet be wanted, 
Enter 


V 
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Enter Harker: 


Har. M y deat fellow, are you ſafe? 


Roy. 125 Dick, I was brought in here very | 


ſafe, I aſſure you. 
Har. A confederate in cuſtody below has made 

2 confeſſion. of their villainy, that they concerted 

this plan to accuſe him of a robbery, firſt, for 

— then, in hopes to ſhare the reward for 

apprehending him; he alſo owns they are not 

failors, tho they fradulen ney took the bounty, 
but e on the pu 

Sir G. Keep them gabe in in . (the rufſians ta- 

n off N ot knowing that the Juſtice of Peace 

Shoes they've brought the lad now here before, 

A theſe man they attack'd, ha, ha, ha! The 

ues have fallen into their own ſnare. 

a, What, now, you're 2 Juſtice of Peace? 

1 ſaid, Abrawang ! 

Ame. Then, Sir George you know him too? 
Sir 95 6 Know puppy unknown ! to be ſure, 
Rov. Still, Sir George! What, then, you will 

not reſign your knighthood 2 Madam, I am hap- 

py to ſee you again. (fo Amelia)—Ah, how do 
you do, my kind hoſt? (Hates hands with Banks) 

- Lady Am. I rejoice at thy ſafety Be recon- 
ciled = him. (to Sir George) 

Sir G. Reconciled —1 I don't love, reſpe& 
and honor him, I ſhou'd be unworthy of the lit 
he reſeued. But who is he? 

Har. Sir, he is— 

Rov. Dick, I thank you for your good widies! 
but I am determined not to impoſe on this lady— 
Madam, as 1 at ol told this well-meaning _ 
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- zeal for the happineſs o 
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when he forced me to your houſe, I am not the 
ſon of Sir George Thunder. - : 
Jobn. No! Then I wiſh you were the ſon of 
an admiral, and J your father. 
' Har. You refuſe the lady! To puniſh you Ive 
a mind to take her myſelf. —My dear couſfin— " 
Rov. Stop, Dick. —If I, who adore her won't 
you ſhall not. No, no; Madam, -never min 
what this fellow fays, ho's as poor as 1 nt 
he Abrawang? 1 
Har. Then, my dear Rover; ſince' you are fo 
obſtinately Ailintereſted, Pl no longer teaze my 
father, whom you here ſee, and in your ſtrolling 
friend, his very truant Harry, that ran from 
Portſmouth ſchool, and Joined wg and fellow 
comedians. | 
© Rov. Indeed! 
Har. Dear coulin, for rgive m me, if thro” my 
be friend, I endea- 
vour'd to promote yours, by giving you a huf- 
band more worthy than myſelf—(7 Lady Am.) 
Rov. Am] to believe! Madam, is your uncle, 
Sir George Thunder, in this room) 
* Lady Am. He is. (looting at Sir George) 
© Rov. Tis ſo! you in reality, what I've had 
the impudence to aſſume! and have perplexed 
your father with my ridiculous effrontery.— 
turns to Jobn Dory, , angrily) I told you, I inſiſted 
wasn't the perſon you took me for, but you 
would thruſt me into your chariot and drag me 
hither. I am aſhamed, and mortified. Madam, 
1 take my leave ö 


Eph. Thou art welcome to go. 
*— Rov. Sir George, as the father of my friend, 
T carnot lift my hand againſt you; but I hope 
Sir, you'll apologize to me (apart) 1 
ir 


' — 
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3 Ni⸗ G. Ay, with pleaſure, my noble 
now tell me from what dock you were launch'd, 
my heart of oak? 

«+ Rov: I've heard in Eng "ry Sir; but from 

my earlieſt knowledge, t til within a very few 
years, I've been in the Eaſt Indies. 

Sir G. Beyond ſeas? Well, and how? 

Rov. It: ſeems I was committed an infant to the 
care of a lady, who was herſelf obliged by the 
gentle Hyder Ally, to ſtrike her toilet, and de- 
camp without beat of drum, leaving me a chubby | 
little fellow ſquatted on a c A ſerjeant's 
wife alone returned, and ſnatched me off trium- 
phant, thro? fire, fmoke, cannon, cries and | 
carnage. 

Lach Am. Doſt thou mark ? (5 Amelia) - 

Ame. Sir, can you recalled the name of the 
town, where 
ä . Yes, ma'am, the "KIN Was Nga 
Ane. I thank you, Sir. (gazes with delight and 
earneſtneſs on Rover) 

Rov. An officer who'd much rather act Scrub 
on the ſtage, than Hotſpur in the field, brought 
me up behind the ſcenes on the Calcutta theatre 
I was roll'd on the boards, acted myſelf into the 
favour of a colonel, promiſed a pair of colours; 
but, impatient to find my parents, hid myſelf i in 
the ſteerage of an homeward bound ſhip, aſſumed 
the name of Rover from the uncertainty of my 
fate, and having murder'd more poets than Ra- 
jahs, ſtept on Engliſh ground, unincumber'd with 
rupees or 1 Ha, ha ! Wou'dſt thou have 
come home ſo, little Ephraim? 


Eph. I wou'd brag — Rom with ſome 
An. 


money. 


ſplinter— / 


* 


WiLD OATS; | 


Ame, Exenſc my. curioſity, Sir, What was the 
lady's name in whoſe care you were left. 

Rov. Oh, ma'am ſhe was the lady of a Major 
Linſtock; but I heard wy GO. name was 
Sey 9 7 0. 

Sir G. Why, Amelia? 

Ame. My fon! 

'Rov. Madam! 

Ane. It is my Charles 1 (embraces bin) 
Sir G. Eh! 

Lady Am. Thou ſeeſt he i is my gay, gallant, 
generous couſin. 

John. Tol, lol, lol, tho 1 never heard it before, 

I Jour told me he was a chip of the old 
oc 

Ame. -— Your father (ta Rover, pointing to 
Sir George) | 

Rov. Can it? Heavens! then have I attempted 
to raiſe my impious hand again& 2. parent's life 
Sir G. My dear brave boy! My ſon with ſpi- 
rit to fight me as a ſtranger, yet ene me as 4 
father. 
Ame. And knowing her only as a womati 
wronged, to protect his helpleſs mother. 

Banks. By relieving the ſtranger, Charles, you 
little thought 'twas an uncle you ſnatched from 
a priſon. 

Lady Am. Nor that thou by that benign action, 
didſt firſt engage the eſteem of thy fond conſin, 
(takes him by thy hand) Uncle you'll recollect *twas 
I, who fark Eg wakes a ſon to thee. 

Sir G. And I hope you will next introduce 2 
grandſon to me, young ſly- boots. Harry you've 
loſt your fortune. 

Har. Yes, Sir, but I've gained a brother, ' 

| whoſe 


x 
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whoſe friendſhip (before I knew him to be ſuch) 
J prized above any fortune in England. 

Rov. My deareſt Roſalind ! | 

Ame. Then, will yon take our Charles 

Lady Am. Yea; but only on 88 thou 
beſtoweſt thy fortune on his friend and brother, 
mine is ſufficient for us, is it not? 

Rov. Angelic creature! to think of my 
nerous friend—But now for © As You Like lt.” 
Where's Lamp, and Trap—I ſhall ever love a 
play—A ſpark from Shakſpeare's Muſe of Fire, 
was the ſtar that guided me thro' my deſolate and 
bewilder'd maze of life, and brought me to theſs 
unexpected bleſſings. | . 


To merit friends ſo good, ſo ſweet a wife, 
The tender huſband be my part for life; 
My Wild Oats fown, let candid Theſpian Laws 
Decree, that glorious harveſt—your applauſe, 


THE END, 


— 


Epilogue prates about ſhe knows not what; 
Lugs head and ſhoulders in, a jumble all! 


ne. .. 


WRITTEN BY GEORGE COLMAN, JUN. od, 5 


9 BY MES. POPE. , 


*TWAS Epilogue' s tame taſk i in ancient days, 
With trembling ſtep advanced, to court you praiſe, 
And mercy beg for guilty Poet's lays — 
Good lack ! how ſhe is changed ! long uſed to * i 
She ſcorns to bear her faculties ſo meek, 
Like a ſpoilt Miſs, vain, pert, and forward grown, 


She chatters---on all buſineſs but her own. 


The Play, the Poet, Actors, all forgot, 


Box- lobby Bobbies, Lady Mayoress' Ball, 
Thick neck-cloths, city frumps, cork rumps, and 
hops at Pewterer's Hall, | 

Thus would-be Wits, whate'er has been expreft 
F oiſt in their oar---they have but one smart jeſt ; 
Start bluntly from the ſubject that's before ye, 
To tell their frothy, threadbare, only ſtory, 

Let us for once, however, faſhion ſway, 
Speak ſomewhat of the Poet and his Play. 
How like ye his Wild oats ? would ye know. 
A certain ſower, who came forth to ſow, 
Sprinkling his Oats---that's charaRer---his Quakers, | 
His Sailors, Players, o'er five acts---that's Acres! 
Or rather here his field---'tis you who nouriſh 
The ſeeds of Genius, and make merit flouriſh. 
Hence ſprings the harveſt of the labourers toil, 
From hence, this genial air, this generous ſoil, 
Here humble worth ſecurely ſtrikes the root, 
While favour fans the plant, and bids it ſhoot: 
No ſpleen to bite the bloſſoms as they ope, 
No malice breathes, to mildew---modeſt hope. 
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| If fuch the land, ſecure our Poet then; N 
Safe his Wild Oats; ſecure his Strolling Gentlemen; 
And let no Stroller, who our Drama ſees, 9 
For Strollers now there are of all degrees, 
Think we mean ſatire, when me mean to pleaſe; 
We wou'd not wring their withers, whoſe ſad curſe 
It is in barns, to bellow forth blank verſe; | 
Were hungry Richard deals forth death and grief, 
And ſtakes a kingdom, for a ſteak of beef: 
Where crook'd-back'd Glo'ſter plays the bloody glutton. 
And cuts up Kings; but never cuts up mutton, 
Where Romeo too, that billing Turtle Dove, 
Feeds with his Juliet upon ajry Love; 
While Hamlet vainly ſighs for boil'd and roaſt, 
Till Hamlet's ſelf appears like Hamlet's Ghoſt. 
here Denmark's King, his murd'rous ends fulfilling, 
on gains a crown---the Actor not a ſhilling ! | 
Theſe wou'd we not offend, our Bard reveres, 
Our ſtrolling Actors, and our acting Peers. 
Nor would he glance, like ſome invidious elves, 
At thoſe who act to entertain themſelves. 
He is not one of thoſe ſame trait'rous fellows 
To vex Right Honorable, tame Othello's. 
If our wiſe Commons, in a ſapient mood, 
Act Plays thro' Chriſtmas for their country's good ; 
If Pierre Plans treaſon, thro? a black December, 
And votes at laſt---an honeſt Country Member: 
If faſhionable Jaffier rants, whoſe life 
In private proves the love he bears his wife 
If four-foot Lords, will gay Lothario roar, 
And round, ſquat, Lady Betties, act Jane Shore, 
If this be true as holy Writ or Bible, 
Tho? 'tis a truth our Author means no Libel; 
His mark is life, ſhould his ſketch give you pleaſure, 
The grateful Bard is happy beyond meaſure. 
VOL, 17. | P EPI. 


— 


n EPILOGUE,. 
WRITTEN BY THE AUTHOR, INTENDED TO HAVE IIIA 


SPOKEN BY MRS, POPE, IN TBE CHARACTER OB LADY 
AMARANTH, 


I, now plain dit, when Jack Rover's wife, 
A Lady Quaker ſhall ſtep into life, 
Not all my wiſh, but now, I muſt obey, 
Vet where I do not like, I'll give my nay; 
If to the Marriage yoke with joy I bend, 
Why not forſooth ? my huſband is my friend: 
So prim bronght up, you'll think no ton can reach me; 
But life my Rover knows, and he ſhall teach me: 
Late flow in Speech, ſoon glibly will I talk; 
My Chariot quit, in Kenfington to walk. 
Tho? Sunday, ſweet Pll hum an opera tune, 
Mount * Cockle hat,” and tread in © Sandal ſhoon,” 
Jo make me follow'd I ſhall mend my pace, 
And to be look'd at more, I'll veil my face, 
Each ſeaſon I ſhall match with diffrent charms, 
Huge winter muff, in ſummer ſwing my arms, 
My watch like men's, whilſt hid from public ſhew, | 
To view, I hang in chain the painted beau. 
Aſſembly, play, rout, concert, drum and ball, 
With gentle Charles, I'll hurry to them all; 
P11 Veſtris ſee, I've heard he came from France, 
To tell a diſmal ſtory in a dance 
Flies up, comes down, ſo light, can't break an egg, 
And charms the fair with horizontal leg. 
Now that they have no Nobles left at home, 
Theſe French amongſt our Nobles flocking come: 
My Lord Anglois, their play bill gravely reads, 
And as it bids, he turns his horſes heads; 
Firſt Engliſh Nobles, all in council meet, e 
On queſtion grand, if fiddles ſound more ſweet, | 
In market to ſell hay, or Oxford - ſtreet. 
| , My 
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My Lent'n Fridays, I cannot profane, 

At Covent Garden, or at Drury Lane : 

So ſacred thus, no Engliſh jeſt there bides, 
Yet ſing of laughter, holding both his fides ; 
Or ſacred or profane, to pledfe ſo pliant, 
Now David's harp, then 4 32 pa the giant. 
P'l1l hear wiſe Lords ſo mighty in debate, 

Mourn the grey hairs of mighty northern Kate; 
See noble Peers with fiſts a porter drub, | 

And ſee a Peer that is---a famous Scrub ; 

Gay coach, outſide all gold, and paint, I'll find, 
With groom in dirty boots, I'Il ſee it lin d, : 
While three fine gentlemen ſtep up behind. 

See ancient virgins weep for poor Jane Shore, 
Yet turn the ſtarving infant from their door; 
Yet *mongſt ſmall actions mixt, are noble deeds, 
In faſhions garden, flouriſh flowers and weeds ; 
Oh let me not in an unguarded hour, 

E' er chuſe the weed and fling away the flow'r ; 
You know good manners or report belies you, 
do with a Quaker's curtſey I'll ſurpriſe you, 
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WICKLOW MOUNTAIN. 


. 
SCENE I. 
A Road. 


Enter FRANKLIN and SERVANT. 


FRANKLIN, 


So, once again have I got up among the moun - 
of Wicklow; aye, yonder is the very cabiu 
> ch I ſupped my bread and milk a little chub- 
by-cheek'd yonker.—Oh, but I'm every hour to 
expect Mr. Donnybrook, by Sir Richard's ad- 
vice, my guardian that is to be, and his charm- 
ing daughter from Dublin. William, remember 
you're not to drop my name here. 
Serv. Never fear, Sir. 
Frank. Well, return to the public-houſe where 
we ſtopt, open the N and lay out 


my dreſs. | 
Serv, 


4 
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Serv. Yes, Sir. SONY Oo 
Frank. This delightful country! now mine 


thanks to the will of my crabbed uncle. In the 


diſguiſe of the character I aſſumed ſo ſucceſsfully 
at the Maſquerade, I'll ſee what they are all 


about here: I'll have a ſharp eye on my old com- 


panion Felix, of whom I have heard ſuch dread- 
ful ſtorĩes — I'm aſtoniſh'd, and griev*d to think 


that from the promiſing ſimplicity of his child. 


hood, he ſhould turn out a villain !—Lucky my 
finding in Dublin the good old woman that 
nurs'd us both ; my opulent family negle&, and 
leave her to indigence !] and this young man her 
only ſupport— Felix puts part of his depredations 
to good uſe however : this letter that ſhe gave 
me for him, might to a certainty diſcover his re- 


ſources, but I've promiſed to deliver, and he ſhall 


have it —When metamorphos'd, I may alſo 


ſpeak to my lovely Helen without her knowing 


me; ſhe may be ſmitten with ſome finer fellow 
than myſelf. —If Felix proves a raſcal I'll rid the 
country of him, if report has wrong'd him, III 
be his friend—Virtue is it's own reward, but not 


amiſs to help her out with a few guineas now and 


then, And if I find Helen not as amiable as 
ſhe is beautiful, then farewell, love. Now for 
my diſguiſe—inſtead of the young ſquire and 
lord of the manor, I'm an old, merry, jolly, ly- 
ing, rattling, ſinging, wicked, mumping, travel- 
ting merchant. (mimicks) Sleeve-buttons, ſhirt- 
buttons, ſciſſars, threads, tapes, and needles, 
ſpectacles for all ages—Do extend your charity 
to the poor old man !—very-well. Ha, ha, ha! 

| l [ Exit. 


SCENE 


* „ 2 4 


THE wiext o MOUNTAINS. kr) 
SCENE II. 
e Mountains. 
Rosa 8 Cabin in the Front: 


Rosa 2 at the dior 2 


AIR.—R OSAs 


Here at a Cabin 4301 is Roſa tting, nne ly 

But oh, her thoughts in 2 uy with thee 

Move filly fingers, I muſt mind my knitting, 
For ah! my Felix may not of me. 


That dork he, ſeys my heart in double beating, 
Now blythe from Hill to hill he bognds alo 
| How ſweet is abſence that can bring ſuch meet 3 | 
4 Beat, beat my boſom to my cheerful ſong. 


Fly, fly refreſhing gales, ah gently by me, 
In paſſing ſoftly whiſper who is come ; | 

| No news of him Iove, ee odour! 
Sing, ling ye pretty birds his welcome Home. | 


Enter BI IY O'Rounks,. (eating Hui). 


Billy. Will you eat ſome fraughns, Rofa child? 

Roja. Billy, you have been rambling over the 
mountains when you ſhould be teaching the 
children at Mr. Sullivan's ſchool, you're a pret- 
ty uſher. | 

Billy. And you ſinging here like a lazy ſpar- 
row, when you ſhould have open'd your ſhop, — 
Ah, you're a pretty ſhopkeeper'! But you ought _ 
to marry me at once, when a young woman is 
left with property, ſhe cannot do without a man 
of the houſe. (takes dqwn a wooden ſhutter, places 
on it a bottle and pipe, a turf hung by a firing, aud a 
Sign on it written Dry Lodging.” )—I'm able and 

VOL. II. | . will- 
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willing to be maſter of that ſhop. Now Roſa might 
not twenty people pals by and not know you 

could fell them a quart of Buttermilk, by your 
not hanging out the turf? or might not people 
afraid to go over the mountain at night, wiſh to 
take here a nice clean bed of freſh ſtraw, and 
you not hang out your ſign! No Inn from this to 
Arklow could give them a better dry lodging 
when it doesn't rain. Now Roſa, mind I won't 
marry you if you're ſo idle as to fit working in 
this manner all the morning;  - 

Roſa. Well, Billy, don't fay I waſte my time, 
ſee what I've been doing. (rakes a firs from a baſ- 
ket) there ! | . 

Billy. My new ſhirt finiſh'd! why you've put 
a ruffle on it ! two ruffles! (fully) then bleſ- 
ſings on you, do you want to make me a man in 
a ruffled ſhirt? a ruffle on my right hand, anda 
ruffle on! my wrong —no my left hand, and a 
reat long ruffle down my neck; next ſunday 1 
all ſtrut into chapel like a white-pill'd turkey- 
cock. No man that ever ſold goats milk on the 
mountains of Wicklow e e we Felix [ 
ah I am—— . | | 


AlR —Bilh. * 


Some run 0 the Buck 3 1.145 
Some a Fox will ſet ga 5 — 2 
Some will chace a Hark — > 
Chevy their horſes ſides walloping. - 
_ , + © Gentlemen guzzle up Claret Vine, 
15 Ale in my throat will run ripple don? 
1 Ladies tea talk like a Parrot ne, | 
ler O my Goats milk is the tipple dowh! 
Jtap out beſt leg, and Try come body,” | 
When I look fmart give me joy for . 
_ - Genteels ſhall find that I'm ſomebody, 
Billy O'Rourke is the boy for it. 155 
1 vet 


— ___ c 1 4 . cn TT * 
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THE WICKLOW MOUNTAINS. 118 


M he's fond of wal 00d 
| \ Dance %s 1 * at the e, r 
1 1 s ſo top tripping---w | 6 
| 15 ay Ma-ma freely as they lark T7 contre) 
Ditches a good nag brings us over, *' 
Dogs thro? all troubles will follow man, 
If lo” beards make a Philoſopher | 
Web is my F ng a wiſe Solamon. 
wy out beſt leg, K. 


bl nee el ere mp ee i 


Blue filk waiſtcoat I'll dreſs in too. 


Sullivan's white powder'd wig ll nav 4 


And take a compliment leſson too 7 4 1 


out beſt leg and cry come bod, .) nh 
FP + hen I look ſmart give me joy or ie, n 
| ee ſhall find that I'm ſomebody--- n 
Billy O'Roprke i is the boy for it. "0 
* Step out beſt leg, ce. WY 


Enter FRANKLIN, (diſguiſed ara Pull.) 2 


boys and girls ſo ſweet to one another, and 
— honey were you ſinging a ſong for her ? che 
very birds in the air ſet you that gay example— 


look among the hens and ehickens ee that right | 
ſmart coekerel how he chaunts and crows around. 


the little pullets. 

Billy. What do you chatter to me about cocks 
and hens you beggarly looking chief, who are Jou? ? 
With the devil toyou, 

Roſa. Oh ſhame! Billy, you're . abuſing 
every body—curſing and fwearing, fie, fie. 

Frank. Let him alone Honey, che poor muſt 


bear and forbear—P'll tell you who I was for [ — 


have had my day. 
Billy. So have I. 
Frank. Aye, every 


horſe 


Frank. (is a feign'd voice) Ha! I'm glad to ee 8 


dog has his day. Vou mu 
know there was a great ſtealer, and he uſed to rob 


— "a 
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575 ſhoes, ſo at the Clonmell Aſſizes the Sub- 
Sheriff ordered him to be choak'd; and they buried 
him oppoſite my door upon Bally-houry moun- 
tain, where I ſold a good drop of ale, and do you 
know that even under ground he coudn't IS 
quiet with his old tricks, for as the travellers rode 


by, that is if it was evening, he'd up with his big 


fiſt, out of his grave, and claw off the horſes ſhoes 
as they gallop'd over him. —Oh, oh! fays the 
gentleman of the county this wont do, ſo they 
open'd his grave, and there they found a buſhel of 
horſe-ſhoes ſnug and airy—however it ſpaild my 


| houſe for nobody would ride near it, and they 
- turn'd the road another way and left me by my- 


ſelf proudy at the ſign of the Harrow, then I drank 
off my ale and commenc'd travelling merchant. _ 

Billy. What do you ſell ?. Speak this inſtant. 

ales him) 

Frank. Oh, why do you ſhake one about, as i I 
was a bag of cockles ? 3 

. Roſa, You've got ſuch a i croſs way Billy by þ 
crowing over the little boys in Mr. Sullivan's 
ſchool - but you're not an U ſher here. 

Billy (ironically) Oh, Miſs—ſweet lips—pretty 
Roſebud (bows) what do you fell if you pleaſe 
fir ? (bows) 

Frank, Oh fir, (bows) — fleeve-buttons, 


and handſome ſpectacles, for all ages; comely 


pins, and needies, and well behaved threads, 
and tapes, when I can't ſell I beg, ſo either in 
charity or fair dealing Ive always the beſt of the 
bargain. 

Billy. Bargain! I'm your cuſtomer—T'll buy a 
pair of ſleeve buttons for my new ruffled ſhirt— 
(takes the ſhirt) oh how nice you've mark'd it, as if 
you nad pick'd out the letters from your very 
ſampler and ſtuck them on—now for the W. O. R. 


ech, what !—F-O fof! Raſa. 


Roſa. To be *. it's for Felix, O' Fin. 
Billy. Ruffling ſhirts for Felix that's pretty 


damned behaviour! (walks in a paſſion) 
Roſa. Don't be angry Billy, befides his kindneſs 


to me my Felix is goodnatured to every body, he 


is generous to all that's in want, or ſickneſs. _ 

Frank. My companion ſuch an excellent 
character — This is not en I've been led to 
believe. (aſide) 

Roſa. Then Billy, Felix never fears, and he 1 is. 
ſo handſome, - + | 

Billy, Here he is, and he is not. 

Frank. Ah, I remember-the boviſh features, but 
exceedingly. well gs up indoed. _ looking 


out.) | 


Billy. You! re not ſo handſome as me. 7 to Felir) 

Roja. Felix! why I believe you've been to 
Dublin. 

Felix. 1 have my ſweet Roſa; and have brou ht 
you a filver thimble, and here Billy is a red ſilk 
handkerchief for Sunday. 

Roſa. I thank you Felix, but I can't accept it. 

Billy. Thank ye Felix, but I cannot accept it. 

Ties the bandkerthief in a great bow round bis netk J 
there that's Felix's way—he's always kh | 
preſents to the folks, a buſy cur! Now I never 
make preſents to any body. 

Roſa. Do not be offended, but I muſt not take 
any thing from you till I firſt know how you get 
the money to buy it. 

Billy. Felix, I dont want to affront you, but I 
believe you're a robber. 

Frank, How! Oh this may be the malice of 


ruſtic jealouſy, (aide) but young gentleman your 
generolity 
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generoſity hurts the poor man that wants to > live | 
by turning the penny. | 

Pie 00 Pl not do miſchief cither—what be 

ou got? 

Billy. He's got ſpeRtacles---T with L had a pair' 
to make a preſent to my maſter Mr. Sullivan, it 
would fave me many lugs by the geln 7 n | 
buy a pair if you'll pay for them. | 

Felix. Ha, ha, ha ! with all my. heart. Gi 
ſpectacles to Billy, and money to Franklin) = | 

| Roſa. Felix ] you've given him two half crowns !: 
- why you might have bought them for ixpence. 
Ah! light come, light go. | 

Billy. What's got over the devil's back Jo N 

Frank. Oh, fie ! don't blame the lad for helping 
honeſt induſtry. 

Roſa. Certainly it's very good i in him ſo far; 
but his having ſo much money is the balk of eee ö 
ſoul in Croghan. 

Billy. You pull'd out the laſt time you came 
from Dublin, four Feines, two half guineas, ſix 
crown pieces, three bright farthin 77 and a bundle 
of ſixpences. What do you ſtan nh At him 
with your great eyes, and open mouth ? 

Frank, Why I dont want to bite you. 

Billy. Heark'ye you Felix, you go from your 
home here without a penny in your pocket you 
ſtand behind a windmill on Red Croſs Hill, and 
you rob the gentlemen and ladies as they paſs in 
their coaches, 

Frank. Not fo quick there s no windmill on 
Red Crofs Hill. 

Billy. Well that's no old fools buſineſs---look | 
now, there's a coach coming over the Common 
yonder---ſee how Felix watches it, juſt as a cat 
would a Robin. | 

Frank. 
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Front, Then but for us he'd be at his trade. 
(Apart) © 
3100 He's groping for his piſtol. a noiſe and 
ſbriets without) _ a 
| Felix. Thoſe horſes are running with the coach 
down the hill. [ Exit. 
Billy. There's a lady within, the's in a bleſſed 


way. 
rank. Heavens ! it's my Helen. [Tritt. 
. Roſa. Why don't you go and aſſiſt in topping | 
the horſes Billy ? 

Billy. Lord if ever I ſaw ſuch ſpirited nags! 
there they kick and jump, the chaiſe will have an 
immenſe tumble down the quarry 3, talk of horſes 
and carriages, nothing like:a man's own hanglome 
legs. (traverſes) . 

Roſa. There, Felix has caught hold of the 
bridle of the firſt horſe. 

Billy. See how he rears and pulls lin up in the 
air. Hoo! (ſhouts) if I wanſn't ſure Mr. Sullivan 
didn't want me to open ſchool I'd join in the fun, 
but let old Sullivan go to the Din will divert 
Ne (Cong) 


Enter SULLIVAN. 


- Sul. Oh, ho! You're here. (Takes bim by the 
ear und leads bim off) | 

Roſa. The gentlefolks are ſafe, thanks to my 
brave e | 
| SET, 7 Woof 
_ AIR—RogG. n 
They call ofa, but wh | 

When rich ap fg wn I 5010 . ? 


Let thoſe who will envy not I 
Your ladies with A a erg 
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Aye let them with liberty part + 
For titles and riches they're ſold, 
My title is Queen of his heart, 
92 His file is my creafure of gel. 


No dower have I to beſtos ,, ð⁊ ů 2 
Not even a heifer or lamb. ee UE op 
And yet is my fortune quite low S 
ith ſeven white kids, and their damm 
- , Tho? fine to have haggarts well fill'd N ngs 
T No harm to have flocks in the. fold ; Ye 
Tho? rich is the buttercup field, . 
A ſmile is my treaſure of Gold. 


Re-enter Fbrix. 


Oh, my Felix, how good you 1. 

Felix. Its very wrong the ladies * getting 
out and walking down that hill. | 

. They're not hurt F hope 7 | 
Fi. Oh no. No harm but what the coxch- 
maker can repair.—But my dear Roſa, Im ex- 
ceedingly hurt by your fuſpicions.— 

Roſa Well now nobody is by, do tell me how 
you get your money. 

Fel. The time will come, 200 very won, when 
you ſhall know how I have a guinea for others 
people's ſhilling, but while I put it to a good 

urpoſe don't think ill of me. I think I may 
traſt Roſa. ſaſide.) Come my love look pleaſant, 
Il call upon you to night, and then, ee 
1 may tell you. 

Roſa. I ſhall expect you to ſupper, but dear 
Felix, let me know no more than vou think 


proper. | 2% 
Dog rT—FELN AND Rosa. 


Ah deareſt love will you ever love me ? 
Treaſur'd in Vi'lets are ſweets for the bee? 
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Is the mornin 88 cheering, 
Is the lark's At note worth'hearings 
Is the dew drop clear, 
+ Called the ſnow drop's c a 
gear ſan do ploug hmen joy to ſee? | 


I. 


F elix. 


ofa then doat on her dn gramachree “ 
Nba. = Felix then doat on his own gramachree F 

My deareſt! * LI > 0 * $1 | | ; 
Felix. © My deareſt] . | N 497 5 


: | Say, oh, will you love me. | 
Felix. Do ſweet Howers open to the morning nyt” 
SO You e356 a 2 oF 
Roſa. » © You wn above 
2 Adieu my deareſt Roſa 5 
— Adieu my. deareſt Felix ! 
Both, "RE wy our n in love — glide away. 


e : 


— ” 8. 4 


” 


© SCENE 11 8 
. Sullivan's. Houſe. | 


MEAN DC and Brie?! 


Sul. And you muſt be courting N 

Bil. Yes I muſt—And the Horſes, were o 
rulty. I 
Si. 1 thought Billy, 1 was Poſtmaſter in 
this town of Arklow, and Schoolmaſter, and that 
. my ſchool was the chapel, and 15 was owner of 
three herring boats. 

Billy, Well, and an't.you? 

Sul. Then as, you are my uſher, never fand 
before me with a hat upon your cangrona. 
(Snatc hes off his hat, Bill picks it up and wipes it 
Vor. 11. > ke? n 


1 


, Fit Wicklow MounTain, | 
upon Sullivan's cast.) and never ſpeak to me with- c 


out ſaying, Sir. | 
Billy. Lord, I coudn't remember that, it 
wank, burt my intelle&; _- 
Sal. What, you ſpalpeen cur! mind you ſet 
Maſter Fogerty a copy, | 
Bil. For your cruſtineſs Felix's ee ne· 
ver rides upon your bandy noſe. (aſde.) 
Sul. What are you talking about me ? 
Bil. 1 was only faying 1 wanted a qul for 
new 
Ful. You want a quill! And pray what do 3 four 
think the old gander is marching about the 
r? d'ye wa write Maſter Pat. Mulvaney's 
- multiplication. table on his new ſheet of brown 
paper, and tell Maſter Shamos Mcguiggin that 
]'ll whip him for drawing dogs and foxes on his 
ſlate, that is, if his daddy, Mr. Meguiggin don't 
ſend me that ſheaf of barley he promiſed me. 
Bil. Oh, death, hell and thunder ! Sir, what 
a flave I am! 
Sul. New Billy didn't father Murphy tell you no 
later ago than laſt ſunday, that if you went on ſwear- 
ring ſo, yowd be ſuddenly ſtruck with the palſy, 


| or a crooked month, or a thunder bolt, or ſome 


terrible example fall upon you. Billy, Billy, in 
_ the hearing of my boys never go beyond a 1 


ok or a n iny fany.“ 


- Bil. There's the boys a a hullaballo at 
the ſchool door, upon my fany. 
= — And why don't you go and open it you 
We 8 
Bil. (Takes down laſh, flates, books, rules, &. 


From a ſhelf.) If every babe of them doesn't 20 ' 
- me 


{ 
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me his morning's bread and butter, how my 
cat will wiſ her nine tails about their legs. 
J 9 5 2 8 % n [E, t. 


Enter ReDMonD O'Hanron. 5 5 


Sul. Now Redmond, what do you want? 
I tell you I don't like your coming into my 
houſe, nor even your walking into the town of 
 Arklow, AMET BDTATE SLA ond Tt. 
Red. Well Mr. Sullivan, once for all, will you 
lend me your caſe of horſe piſtols, your old 
ſword, your blunderbuſs, and your baſket han- 
er ? and on the word of a chriſtian, you ſhall 
Sons thank ſafe again. Nr 
Sul. Once for all, honey, go out of my houſe, 
vou get no fire-arms from me, Arrah man is it 

like a chriſtian breaking into gentlemen's peace. 
ful dwellings for muſkets, and ſuch like com- 
buſtibles! hoes F 

Red. Well, mind Mr. Sullivan, you call me a 
Defender, and a Heart of Steel, if I am what 
you ſay, take the conſequence, 
Sul. Why, Redmond, honey, do you threa. 
ten me? | | 

Foot. Eh honſe! who's here?  (without.) 
Sul. Oh monumen doull ! if here isn't Squire 
Donnybrook arrived from Dublin. Get out of 
my parlour go to the other fide of my ſtreet- 
door—ſtop--t he gentry ſha'n't ſee ſuch an ill laok- 
ing bird fy 4 from under my thatch—go our at 
the back-door, and thro' the cabbage garden. 

Red, Our party ſhall have fire-arms for all 
this, | [ Exit. 


\ R 2 


8 


1 10 
| Enter 


. 
5 | $1 4 


i* 1 ; - #2 a 8 * 2 3 7" go * ' N * 


B, nu F in rich e and. | Covi 
7 TRYMAN, carrying portmanteaus, 72 


1ſt. Foot. Leave them here friend. 

zd. Foot: Zounds ! is it in this kx cabin, 
that our maſter has taken lodgings ? 

rſt. Foot. This cannot be the houſe. - 

2d. Foot. Houſe, dog-kennel !- 4 Ny 

Sul. Dog kennel ! why gentlomen, are you 

going to lodge here 4 Haigh 5 


1 70 


Enter DoxnvypROOK, #n Fall / af, carrying por 
EIN le, n wed. 

Dor. (Sg), ee Begone aun care, I b 
begone from me.” Eh ! gentlemen, will you 
let me ſee you to your chambers? permit me to 
help you off with Your, boots, Which! is male 
ter ? | 

it. Frot. We only ſtept in firſt, Sir, to ſee 

what apartments were for you, N 
Don. Ah, Mr, Sullivan 1 preſume — well my 

friend, Sir Richard told you, I ſuppoſe, of my 
coming down or rather up 125 and that II 
lodge with you. 

Sul. Oh, Mr. Donnybrook, then it was your 
coach that was overturned juſt now? Well, Sir, 
you ſhall have a glaſs of claret, and in our Iriſh 
wav, I won't aſk you whether you will or no. 

Don. Thank'ye Dan Sullivan; ant your name 
Dan. 

Sul. May be fo Sir, but 1 remember being 
chriſtened Bob, | 

Don. Well Bob, I'd preſer a ll of your 
Wicklow Ale, 

Sul. 


* 
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Sul. And that you: ſhall—here Billy 5 


— | * 


Enter Buizx, | 


TY May be you want me? | F 
Sul. And pared; your Sir? and where's out 
' bow ? (Billy bows) Arrah, boy, dont toſs. up your - Z 
leg in that manner: ſuppoſe Maſter M Fogerty was 
behind you, what a devil 'of a kick you'd give 
him in the hin. 

Billy. Sir, will you fit az ? (places a chair.) 

Don. *Thank*ye. © What a fine creature 2 man 
is when he“ got from his wife. 

Sul. Then doe dare you aſk, even the Tope, to 
fit in my ſchool elbow: chair? 

Billy. Oh, very well pray, Sir, be g this 
ſtool ! (Don. "riſes ana fits on the ſtool.) * 

Sul. Squire, dont think me unmannerly ;. vowre 
welcome to my. great chair if it was made of gold 
and ivory, but my uſher, and my boys, muſt be- 
lieve that I'm the greateſt bird in the buſh. (apart) 
Billy, boy, from your. behaviour I'm ſure the 
gentleman coden tell who I am. 


AIR, —Sv LLIV ac. 


Pray look on me, Sir, and then gueſ my vocation, 1918 
Pm ſchoolmaſter here, and I teach the young wm; 
If py in my chair, and ſuch curſt botheration, 
Thanks for to deafen a drum with their noiſe. 
you ſee here, you! ve a hole in your 9 5 


ſpots Io] de 8 my . Pho, Bill, where ; —_ ) 


How nently he ſtands---with your elbow out- coc Ker 


e 
- What a mannerly child---to kick up like a cow. | 


F (apart) 
L Then, 
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Then, Sir, he 

'Your ſoul he'd delight 
With his A B C, 1 5 Y Fs 
And his BC D; N EE: 
And his E F G, | | 
And bis fal lal lal la. 


The dale bring me corn when their daddies eee. 
x They < cypher ſo famouſly all on their ſlate; Ko + 
I lock-up books, juſt to teach them book- keeping, 
bo Tho ſhut now his mouth, Sir, that cur's full of prate. 
In ſhort, of my youths I'm a noble commander, 
Fine horſes I make out of young ragged colts ;/ 
On Sunday, before em, I walk ike a — 


8 [Eceuns Sullzvan and Billy, 


| | Dot mn. (Sg s) © Care flies from the lad that is 
te Thy does my daughter ſit in the 
f 0 2-Helen come out and come in. 

1ſt Foot. Sir, Miſs Helen's woman was fo 
frighten'd at the danger, that ſhe fell quite ill 
upon it: and my lady obſerving a ſmart looking 
girl at a cottage door, as we paſs d thro* the vill 
lage, thought ſhe might hire her, and ſo has 
walk d back to have "ome wail with the girl 
herſelf. 

Don. Well, do you * your lady, my wife 
ſent me up to the mountains in ſtate, but now I'll 
unſtate myſelf, for one month at leaſt. (pulls of 
his laced coat, and. bag wig, and puts on 1 Hort 
facket and brown wig) here now, my two 

ſinecure footmen, yourſelves and my fine 
erbread chariot back again to Merion ſquare. 
1 come hither for ſport, that I'll have in ſhooting 
grouſe ; my daughter,” Miſs Helen Donnybrook, 
comes here for health, that ſhe'll quaff up in fine 


air and goat's milk ; fo begone back to Dublin, 
| yau 


( 
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| you ſupetfine gaudy raſeal—march, trip, ſkip, - 
hop, bounce. 
ad Foot. Ah! maſter breaks out now he hasn' t 
my lady to controul him. (apart.) 
Don. Troop, fly! (ſhoves them off.) What a fine 
creature a man is when he's got rid of his wife. 


Re. entar SULLIVAN, (calling . 


i Come, Billy, bri it in—Eh! why cube, 
you've ruſticated yourſelf into a country ſn. 
Don. Time and ſeaſon: in town I was gay; 
I rattl'd, ſwore, guzzl'd, and bl'd—but here 
I'm rural, ſimple, and ſerene. Here, among your 
mountains, I'll neither game, nor get r 
and if I ſwear again, may I be 
Sul. Now by that 1 ſee you'll play an evening $ 
rubber with us. 
Den. No, my gaming bets and wagers are all 
over. 
Sul. Come, ſquire, you'll take up the firſt bet 
that's offer d you. | 
Don. No I won't, ſly Bob. 
Sul. I'll lay a guinea you do. 
Don. Done! 
Sul. Ah, ah! it's mine—put it here—(bolds 
ent bis hand. 18 
Don. Eh | Well faid Bob—(/bakes bands.) 


Enter BiLLy, with a Mug. 


Billy. Sir, I juſt now handed Miſs, your beau- _ 
tiful daughter, out of the coach; I hope I wasn's | 
too bold—whar a ſhabby figure I muſt have cur— - 
(aſide) Pray, ſquire, what do you do with your old 
eloathes that you throw off? (/coking at them. ) | 

Don. Why I give them to my man. 

Billy. 


„ 
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Billy. Vour Honor's welcome to Arklow, | 
(Drinks.) Maſter, here's long life to Sd 

Sul. Then the black devil fly away with your 
manners! * 

Don. You ſhou d bane firſt taught him a few, 
Bob. Come come, don't be cowd down, Billy, 
my man. 

Billy. Oh I'm his meh- dne yes Sir; theſe 
old cloaths ] ſhall be obliged to wear. (Takes the 

cſoaths Donnybrook bad een W ond hides them 
mapreſs.) _ 
Sul. For him to come and take up the mug— 
Billy. (Advances) Take up the mug ? yes, Sir. 
Sul. Hold, hold? Why you're making quite a 
trade of it—Sir, I do allow my uſher a draught 
now and theft, 
ZBilh. Yes, Sir, 1 took | it then, and I'll taks, it 
now. 
Don. Stop! Give me leave now to drink your 
health. (Drinks.) Sullivan, I've not the leaſt. 
pride; I'm geber above making free with what 
is call'd the lower en hand Billy. | 

Sul. Lower claſs! but, Sir, as I'm ſchool- 
maſter, I'm at the bottom, and at the top, 'and 
the middle, and the head of all the claſſes. 

Billy. Squire, if you'll let me ſerve Miſs with 
goat's milk, ſhe ſhall haye a pail of it under her 
window every morning before the crow can ſhake 
his ears. 

Sul. But Billy, we ſhou'd warn Mr. Donnybrook 
againſt Felix. 

Billy. Right—Sir, never go ſhooting. on. the 
hills without taking a gun with you, 
Don. hes it's what I generally do. 
Sul. My | 
Den. Felix. | ſuppoſe, is that travelling ped, 
that 


that aſſiſted us when we broke down? I thought 

be came to Piek our pockets, ſo 1 drove him 
away. 

Billy. Oh, Sir, no! Felix is a ſaucy boy that 
courts my Roſe but he's very vgly, isn't be, 
maſter? | 

Sul. Ves, he's a deform'd: man. 
Don. I don't care twopence boot his Velden 
or prettyneſs; but if he's a rogue, there's danger. 

ul. Then, Felix is ſo helliſhly uncivil. 

Billy. He woudn't put one foot before another 
to oblige a living ſoul. 

Sul. And he's fo anmannerly, that if youd 
take off your hat, and ſay © How do you do Mr. 
«« Felix?” He'd ſtump by you like the poſt of a 
pigeon houſe. 

Don. I'd be glad to ſee theſe walking pigeon 
houſes—ſo, on 4 ſum up, this Felix is a ſaucy, | 
rude, ugly, deformed, uncivil Mn of a poſt, ' 

Sul. Sir, he's a thief, | 

Don. I'm'a magiſtrate; he ſhat'e ſtay here to 
frighten me when Pm running over the ſweet 
blooming heaths. I'll tranſport him, the- raſcal! 
— ve flred ine fo, on if he comes in my way, 

1— . 


+ | | 8 Enter FELIX. 


Ah, my dear worthy lad ! (ſbakes "Re tardiath) 
Im very glad to ſee you—1 long' d to make ſome 
acknowledgement, and return you my . 
thanks. 
Fel. Sir, the pleaſure of aſfiſling any that ſtand 
in need, is to me ſufficient recompence. 
Sul. — amazed! 4 
vol. 1]. 8 | Buh. 
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Billy. Sir, Lm aſtoniſhed! WOT 
Don. Why what's the matter with you both? 
is a little civil gratitude ſuch a raree ſhew amongſt 
ou? 
i Sul. F elix, 1 charge you 1 0 ales Donny - 
brook, as a common high-way footpaddy. dart 7 
Don. 1 hen this 1 is che lad Fu ve Wes N 
. 
ET Billy. Sir, he's 0 1 1 
Don. He can't, he ſaved my life! 
Bilhh. He's the ſcare · crow of the whole country, 
Don. Impoſſible, he ſav id my daughter! 
Sul. I tell you, Sir, he's a moſt notorious de- 
be 441 
Don. No ſuch thing; he 650 my bo coach 
horſes— your proofs ? ä 
Sul. Sir, he wears the beſt of cloatbhs. 
Billy. And a ruffled ſhirt; fo he muſt be a 
rogue I wiſh I had ruffles fo my ſhirt—Dom 
him, how fine he looks! | 
Ful. Felix, you either rob, or have fold your- 
a to the devil for your gold. | b 
Fel. Neither. | 
Sul. Why you do more good in the villoze 
than all of us — together: ſo poo mult be a bad 
man. 
Don. Eh! How" s that, Bab! 
Sul. Then you're always going to D and 
coming back, and whar * 
Don. Why he goes to come. 
Billy, And people ſends him letters; now no- 
body ſends me letters, tho' I'm an O' Rourke. 
Sul. Well thought on; as I'm poſtmaſter, and 
all the letters come thro' my hands, IL'Il open 
your's, and find how you come by your mee 
; 
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Fel. Open my letters then all is blown indeed: 


the boy is now on the road with the Arklow- 


mail. (ofide.) tai, FRY 


Sul. There, he png t ſtand the charge, but 


has run away with himielf. 
Don. Then by the time this Felix does 


enough to be canoniz'd for a ſaint, he'll be quite 
a devil amongſt you all, But am I to have no 


ſupper here? 
Sul. And that you ſhall. 
Billy. "cg Sir, you go-and wake a little ; 
ll — you ſuch big round fat flocks of grouſes 
—1 wiſh I cou'd get ſome for a Preſent to > Kess. 


(Ade) 


Don. But it will ſoon be a boy, 


then you ſhall ſee how ' I'll cock one eye, and 


wink the other—Hey, they're up, Whiz ! (points | 


and ſhouts.) 
Sul. Pray, ſquire, turn your muzzle another 
way. 


AIR.—TRIO. 


DownnyBRoOoOKX, SULLIVAN, BII Ly Sun. | 


— 


Don. A life of town faſhion is all a mere folly, 


Grimace, affectation, nor friendſhip nor truth ; ; 


High up among green hills, in altitude jolly, 
We rove on the tip-toe of pleaſure. 
The bees in great cities, for drones buz and cluſter, 
Why blaſt in ſmoak'd dungeons, our _— 
cheek'd youth ? 
To freedom and nature, dull mortals be inge? ö 
O'er mountains your limits come meaſure. 


| 1 2 Sul. 
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Suk en oat 
x I love.a good 2 bing ta comfort my 1% 
A bowl of Calcannon Oghone ! is the ll fly, 
Andl let a big Turkey be roaſted. 0 
Billy. III bring yon of whiſky a plentiful mether, 
And, Sir, Pl-remember a pitcher of booze; 
Then round your ſquare table we'll fit corn 
{ And ogether, „ . 
And al te ho vw: ſhall be toaſted. 
nt, 


SCEN E W. 
Duſt. —Brfore 2 by Cabin: 


Enter Fassa (in his diſguiſe.) © 


1 Frank. This claſh of contradictory er- 
they allow Felix is their univerſal benefaclor, yet 
alſo agree that he muſt get his money by improper 
means. Eh ! he's here running out of town this 
late hour is ſuſpicious—if, as that clown ſaid, his 

buſineſs ſhould be to collect from travellers. 
[Retires, 


Enter FL. 


Fiel. Yes, here the poſt-boy muſt paſs ; if there 
is a letter for me in the bag, he may, for a little 
caſh, give it, and keep ſecret, ſo prevent Sul- 
livan diſcovering my hidden precious refource. 
A pity my nurſe was from home when I called 
there yeſterday: ſhe'i} be diftreſs'd, and her un- 
caſinefs may induce her to write this very poſt— _ 
what may ſhe ſay in the letter? perhaps enough 
to let any reader know the means by _ 1 
| aye 
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have relieved her. ( 5 Franklin) Ian 't that che 
facetious pedlar? 

Frank. He ſees me. (aſide, advances) Then 
Heaven bleſs you, my good pr, man. 
| A The ſame to you. | 


(Horn without.) | 


Frank. The poſt-boy.. | 

Fel. Yes, with the Dublin letters for Arklow— | 
I—I—want—to-—ſpeak to him. 

Frank. Sure he wont rob the mail—yer fo com- 
municative of his villany. (ade) 

Fel. I think he has a letter for me, lun 1 
woudn't wiſh ſhou'd fall into the polt-maſter's | 
hands, 

Frank. Then its only a letter for himſelf he 
wants out of it—T think, I hope he is flander'd. 
(46d) ) From a girl? Eh! ah, h. 

el. Ha, ha, ha! No, faith, its from my old 
nurſe that lives in Dublin. 

Frank. Indeed! How fortunate! (aſide) 

Fel. To get that from the boy would make me 
the happieſt fellow in the world. (half aſide) 

Frank. If your mind 1 is _ good—now for a 
fevers trial. (ade) 


7 


Exit. unperceived. 

Fiel. Shou'd I aſk the boy or no? upon conſi- 
deration I'd better not- he might refuſe, and I 
get vext-- perhaps he run into town — 
---then Sullivan will have a handle for his ill wil 

to me. No, if there is a letter, I'll leave it to 
chance---Eh! T'm before Roſa's cabin---wel 
thought on, I ſup with her ro-night. (Horn with- 
out) How ſweet that ſound this tranquil evening 
over the hills ! but harſh to the voice : of love and 


Roſa, 
AIR. 
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The Horn ſhrill, mellow, loud and clear, 
May call to chace a fearful Deer; 
How poor the hunter's pride! 
The Trumpet puffs in boaſting ſtrain, 
To fight, and o'er the verdant plain 
Muſt flow a crimſon tide; $4 


The poſt-boy's Horn---hark! muſic rare! 
Now ſkims the lake, now fills the dell, 
Or ſink, or float upon the air 
Or dying pant, or nobly ſwell. - _ 
His eager ſports let death proclaim, 
To camp and foreſt round; a | 
The lover hears the voice of fame, of 
When flutes melodiqus ſound. 


At rural feaſts, the maſter's ſkill, | 
The pipe can warble, make at will; 1 
To join the dulcet voice. | * 
Blind Minſtrel, ſit in tuneful ſtate, 
Thy Harp! oh ſweetly modulate; 
You charm, and we rejoice. 


The poſt-boy's horn---hark ! muſic rare! 
Now fſkims the lake, now fills the dell, 
Or fink, or float upon the air; 
Or dying pant, or nobly ſwell. 
Horn, Harp, Pipe, Trumpet loud proclaim, _ 
Fight, dance, or ſong around ; 4 
The lover hears the voice of fame, 
When flutes melodious ſound. 


Re-enter FRANKLIN. 


Ha! my merry honeſt fellow here again 


| 


- 


Frank. Young man, the money you genetouſly 
gave me this morning for my ſpectacles was four 
and ſixpence over the price; that buys me a Jolly 8 
{toc! 
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ſtock of mierchandize, and makes me happy. 
Jou faid the letier you expected -wou'd make you 
ſo-—there it is. (gives a letter. 
Fel. S'death! you havn't forced it from the hoy 
Frank. Aſk no ET you- have it, and be 


happy. ü | Exit. 


Fel. This is a x very Aro act of Ka 


why there's no poſt mark ! ſhe muſt have ſent it 


in a cover—then my new *venturous friend has 


torn it off to prevent detection I wiſh he hadn't 
been ſo buſy ; however, ſince Lhave got it, I may 


as well ſee what op my good old woman. (peruſes) | 


| "Enter BiiLy,: (with Bird i in a net, ) 


Billy. Ah, they'll catch the robber. I've left 


Mr. Donnybrook. to grope his way home as he 
can—let him lay down on the top of the hill, and 
roll. into the town at the bottom of it. He, he, 
hel I've got all his birds; he has had the ſport, 
but I have the game . Rola ſhall broil theſe fat 
grouſes for her and my ſupper. (going in. ſees Felix) 
What, Felix! Arklow, and the whole country is 
up—do you know any thing about it? 

Fel. About what? N 6 

Billy. Why the mail is robbed. 


Fel. Ha! Then he did force it from. the boy hand 
js he in the habit of doing theſe things? or was it 


the impulſe of the moment, to ſerve me? I ob- 
ſerv'd his activity in endeavouring to aſſiſt the 

ople when the coach broke down, ſo I'll think 
the beſt of him. (aide) But, Billy, ſure there's 
only one letter taken and for that, 'll—ſooner 
than have a noiſe -I myſelf will pay the poſtage 


out- ut of my own pocket, and then there's no 


harm done. 
Billy. 
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letters were taken? No harm done! Mr. Sullivan 
fays they're always gibbetted upon the ſpot where 


| dia a letter juſt now---Eh ! How, bleſs my 
bead He ſaid there was hut one letter taken 
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' Billy. You'll pay the poſtage | Why what is ſt 
to you? and how came you to know how many: 


the fat is committed, hung up in chains, as a 


warning to the crows, and the keep, and the ſea» 


gulls. 
Fel. Wretched man ! Why wou'd he do this? 
(afide; much agitated) ? 1 
Billy. What's the matter with Felix ? he was 


Oh, oh! Then the ſeeret's out- (wbiſtles) if this 
ſhould be the way he gets his money. (afide) Fe- 
lix, upon the very ſpot where we now ſtand, what 
a terrible fine place for a gibbet. (fenificanth) 

Fel. I'm faint—and tremble— - 

Billy. Why your face is as white as a roat's 
elbow * s Mr. Sullivan and the whole poſſe 
coming to look for the robber. Ah Felix, 1 
wasn't quite out when I ſaid you hid behind the 


windmill to rob the gentlefolks. 


Fel. (alarmed) Me! Am I ſuſpected of this ? 

Billy. Oh no, you're not ſuſpected pretty 
well known—l'l go in and tell Roſa—that 
winds him up with her, ſhe's ſo honeſt—good | 
bye, Felix. [ goes into houſe, | 

Fel. The poor fellow wou'd not have commit- 
ted this action but for me—the crime is all mine 
—yet unleſs I give him up, a ſhameful death muſt 


be my doom—how to eſcape? Roſa is beloved 
by all, if ſhe conceals me, they'll not force theip 


way into her cabin—Roſa ! Roſa! (calls) 
(Roſa appears at the window.) 
INE Who! s there? 
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Fel. My love open the door, quick, quick and 
you ſave my life. hy A 
Roſa. Felix, as long as I could, my affection 
for you repell'd every thought to your prejudice ; 
whilft all were in full certainty of your diſhoneſ- 
Ny Love whiſpered, © Roſa only doubt it,” but 
is laſt ation—-I muſt ſpeak to you no more, 
and if poſſible forget you.  [Retires; © 
Fel. My life is in your hands, won't you pre- 
ſerve it? Save me my dear, my only love! 
( 7 | "x1 
Billy. (at the window) Get away we know-no- 
thing about you. Be YELLS 
Fel. Then this is the cauſe -treacherous Roſa! 
Billy. Come don't you abuſe the girls with 
your impudent robberies. 
Fel. Oh my Roſa! 


| AlR.— Flix. 


The Day from the tops of the Mountains is fled, 

No Stars will appear, and the Moon hides her head; 
The voice of pale Death hollow ſounds in the wind, 
But quick let him come, for my Roſa's unkind ; 
Still I cry my ſweet Roſa, dear love let me in, 
And ſave the poor life of thy Felix O'Fin. 


My heart finks with grief, and my ſoul is diſmay'd, 
My limbs how they tremble, is Felix afraid ? ky 
Tho” Death is ſo dreadful, more terrors I prove, 
For ſhe gives me'up, the dear maid that I love: 
Still I cry my ſweet Roſa, dear love let me in, 
And ſave the poor life of thy Felix O'Fin. 


[leans againſt a tree. 


[ 


Billy. Here they come to take him—Ecod I'll 
have the reward my beautiful Felix, if you at- 
tempt to run away I'll ſhoot you flying. 
* ; [ retir £8, 
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Enter SULLIVAs and Revicis O'Haxuon, 


Red When! queſtioned the boy, he laid 4 65 
robber was roulted, and he cou'dn't ſwear to 


him. 
Sul. Redmond, 4 Felix did this by his 
running out of my houſe, e 1 talk d about 


his letter. 


Enter en e b groping. 


\ 


Don. I'm quite aſtray, how ſhall I get home. 
Sul. Juſtice Dung Sir, the mail 1 18 rob- 


Don. Aye you're a pretty parcel of pick-pock: 


ets! that fellow pretend to be my guide—lead 


me about, and about then run away with my 
birds. 


Enter Sur haſtily from houſe. 


105 Maſter, I ſaw a letter 

Don. Oh you poaching villain! Where's my 
game? (collars bim) 7 

Billy. Lord Sir, none of your game now, a'nt 
we going to law ?—Maſfter, I juſt this moment 
ſaw Felix reading a letter that he took from the 
mail. 
Sul. You ſaw him! then Billy honey you were 
the man that was ſeen with him. 

Don. You're an accomplice. 

Billy. Me! I-wasn't within ten miles of him 

Red. I know who it was. 

Don. There! I knew it wasn't Felix -an ho- 


neſt fellow! didn't he fave my life? tender- 
| | hearted 
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hearted feflow ! didn't he fave my daughter? a2 

brave fellow! didn't he in the danger put He- 

len's little lap-dog in his coat-pocket ? | 
Poeketed a puppy! aye he can W to 


pay dog tax. 
Red. The begging pedlar was Felix 0 


rate. = 

Fel. (advancing) 1 had no confederate, the l 
crime was all my own. . , 

Don. Indeed is it poſlible I cou'd be ſo de- q 
ceived in this young man—but what a fooliſh _ 
knave to own it. (de) 

Red. Felix muſt be lock'd up in the chapel to- 
night, and to-morrow I'll convey him under a 
ſtrong guard to Wicklow jail—let bim lip the 

— — the way tho'. (afide). ( 

Sul. Billy boy, fetch away the children's copy-- 

1 or Felix will be ſtealin g the paper to write 
petitions to the Lord Lieutenant. 


n 


' QUARTETTO. 
Sul. Felix you have robb'd the mail. 
Don. And thus I ſpeak the law's decree, 
Sul. Honey you muſt go to jail. 
Red. And hang upon a tree. 
Fob: "et; I ſhall make no reſiſtance, 
7 With Hope loft is exiftenge. 
Reſa. (at the window) Ah how cruel! to my jewel, 
Love I have uſed thee too ill. 
Chor, Felix you have robh'q the mail, &c. 
Fel. Like the glorious Sun is death, 


Which we cannot bear to look on: 

Come, and yet my lateſt breath, 

| Shall bleſings call on Roſa. 
Billy, Strike a light, gay and bright, 

Roſa broil our little grouly ; 

Felix ſwing, oh I'll fing, 
Roſa then ſhall be my ſpouſy. 

Tz Reſa. 
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How fond Felix was betray, b 


Bear me then quick alon 
| Cher, 
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When worth thus from the world departs, -. .. / 
Our prayers to heaven aſcend; Wer 
+ And tears and fighs from grateful hearts, EIN 
Thy fleeting ſoul atten 11 
When worth thus from the world departs, 4 
We'll lock you up in the chapel all night. 
Tomorrow to priſon as ſoon as light. ö 
Come then away farewell, wg our night ſtories tell, 
y a dear lovely maids 


of poor Felix' paſſing 


love hear my dying ſong. 
Felix Fry have ro bb the mail, &c. 8 . 


With joy ſhall I hear the 
bell, 


/ 


END OF THE FIRST ACT« 
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SsckENE I: 
 Infide of Rosa's Cabin. 


Enter Rosa. 


Ros A. 


| | ; 
'T His muſt be ſome malicious ſtory raiſed 
againſt Felix thro' envy—laſt night he was to 
have told me how he came by his money—he'll 
place my ſhutting him out to preference for Bil- 


ly, ah! how that will wound his heart! 


* AR. Nos. 


A Linnet purſued, to my window it flew. 

It flutter's, and trembled, the Hawk was in view; 
So plaintively tender his note ill I hear, 

Ah tender indeed! twas the voice of my dear; 
No pity cou'd move, I the trembler betray, 

And thus the vile Hawk tears my Linnet away. 


Where now is my Felix? where ſoon ſhall he be? 
And what muſt his thoughts be if thinking of _ 1 
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The Dog he once gave me, I view with a figh, ” 
So faithful his maſter, as faithleſs am: 
No longer my gentle companion and friend, 
My innocent flock like a Tyger he'll rend. 


Enter HEIEW. 


Helen. Ha! good morning to you my dear girl. 
Roſa I pretended to my father that I'd take an 
eaſy quiet ſaunter over the hills but twas only 
to have a little more chat with you—do you 
know that I like you vaſtly. 

Roſa. Oh ma'am, I cannot think that ſuch an 
ignorant young girl as I could fo ſoon obtain the 
favor of a lady. | FFI | 

Helen. What a delightful romantic place this 
is. Have you ever been in Dublin? No ? then 
you have no idea of the elegant delights of plays, 
riddottos, public breakfaſts, caſtle balls, Circular 
road canters, new garden--concerts, and black 
rock caflinos ? Roſa you ſhall be my confidante. 
Lord I cou'dn't exiſt without a confidante, when 
we'reſo puzzled and perplexed that we dont know 


. * 
— 


What to do, how ſweet to have a friend to aſk 


their advice When we are predetermined to fol- 
low our own. (aſde) Both papa and mama think 
me ill, but dear I only counterfeited—deceived 
even the Doctors. So they ſent me into the coun- 


Roſa. But why Miſs did you pretend to be ill? 


Helen. Becauſe mama fo grand! would have me 
marry a man only on account of his having come 
to an immenſe eſtate by the death of an uncle, 
and this compulſion has given me a great averſi- 
on for him l hav'nt yet ſeen him, but have ſet 
him down in my fancy as a co como. 

Roſa. Aye, but ma'am, ſince theſe * af 

| ublin 
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Dublin are only to be enjoyed by rich gentry, 2 
marriage with this gentleman procures you 
pleaſure to your heart's content. 

Helen. True Roſa, but the content of my heart 
is to chuſe for myſelf: : I never yet was in love, 
and *tis*nt mama's experience can convince me 


n 11 


Virgin ſnows the 8 80 g. 
ide one vacant blank diſplay, f « 
Hidden charms our ſteps o'er-treading, - , 
*Ere deſcends the ardent ray. 
Tender thoughts, the maid deſpiſing, 4 
Cold to nature and her laws, | - 
"_— anon! news flame ariſing, . 
latent paſſion dra ws. 
iy my boſom ſage reflection 
* the void ſome kind affection. 
riendſhip ſm 
| Time 9 7 
1 Soothing, cheering, 
Life en 
Till the lover 
I diſcover, 
Who can make me yes repeat, 
And my heart pit-pat to beat, 
Such the ſpark of life to me, 
bn free, ? 


* 


Enter BLT ix DonnvBrook's firſt cloaths and 
large wig, a floggon i in his band. 


My father! C Billy) Roſa I muſt be very 
in. (apart) Oh this laſſitude is mn — 


hei 14 (pretends to faint, Roſa ſupports ber) 
Roſa. (not looking at him) Oh Sir! Miſs is fo | 


fati ued, and fo weak—won't your honor pleaſe 
0 t down! ? 
Bilh. 
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Bil. Honor! Now ſhe's talking to my garb. | 
(aſide) Get out of that you. hufſy—how dare 
I catch ladies 1 in dr arms when I am by ? 


Roſe. Why gracious N its only Billy 71 
O'Rourke. . , 
Helen. ( farts up) What an ravages creature, 
. ut me to the trouble of fainting for nothing. 


ut who is this in papa's cloaths ? 
Koſa. Billy! isn't this Felix's ruffled ſhirt? 


Where did you get it? 


Billy. Aſk no queſtions ie I've been 


ſearching i in every room thro' our houſe, and I 


did'nt find you. (takes a glaſs and trencher jean | 
bis pocket) 
Helen. You did'nt find me ſure! 
Billy. So I thought I'd bring you this fine glaſs 
of goats milk—{( preſents it) Drink it Min for the 
recovery of your conſumption, | 
Helen, Here offers a little 8. (afide) 15 


Wasn't it you that handed me out of the coach 


laſt night ? 
| Billy. It was Mifz—You to ſet the. lady fing- 


Ing till ſhe piped, herſelf. out of breath—poor 
- little ſoul ! 


Helen. 1 thought I rememberedit was juſt fen 
a handſome young man. 

Billy. Eh i hem! Roſa, Ladies can find Pm a 
handſome young man Roſa I know loves me 
I'll vex her —Miſs your'e a very beautiful ſoul. 


Helen. So Pye made a conqueſt here. (afide) 


And pray is it your way to preſs ladies bands, 


when you galant them out of coaches ? 
Billy. Did 1? I believe I did. —I aſk CLF 
Miſs—l'll throw a ſheep's eye at * (winks and 


Roſe. 


Ro/a. Billy you” re very rude to ſtand and / 
make-faces at * young lady. ö 
 Bily. Ah ſhe's jealous—go you and make 
faces at your fine thief Felix, thro' the ſpike _ 
holes of the chapel—May be now I'm making 
my fortune and don't know it—She fainted at 
fi be ak me I'll court her. (Icers, and aukwardly by 
7 her with his hat) He, he, he Roſa i is ready 
to die with ſpite—She'll.come and give her a dig 
with her fciflars by and by, (aide) 1 
Helen. How ſhall I keep my countenance. 
Billy. Ma'am wont you ſwallow the milk ?— 
Stop, I'll fweeten it with a touch of my own 
cherry lips. (drinks it off) Ecod it was fo nice, it 
ſlipped down before I could whiſtle after it. 
Helen. Well this is the compleateſt an. . 
1 ſaw, heard, or me Ha, 15 ha! | 
Roſa. | diverting myſe ere, and my 
Wir. Felix! Mil Helen might make 2 — 
with her father for him. {afide) Madam could I 
ſpeak a word with you. | 
Helen. With pleaſure, my dear—Adieu; Billy, - 
farewell, —bye, bye—Heigho: * 
Exeunt Helen and Roſa. 
Billy. Well, if this is not being in love with a 
body I'm not Billy O'Rourke. What a rare con- 
ception for me to put on this apparel, how good 
of her papa to give it me, that zealous wretch 
to run away with her—this moment is the nic 
of my fortune. I wiſhT had ſome friend to con- 
ſult—l've 2 hazle eye and a filver watch—| 
Her father is a ſportſman, ſo am I in my ſmall; * 
way, I hunt aud I ſhoot, and damn me I'm a 


— — 1 
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pretty lover too. 


| | | 
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A ſportſman I am, for to ſport is my habit, _ 
No danger I fear when I'm hunting the rabbit: 
My boots are two ſtockings, a dram is my ſpur, —_ 
And my fleet pack of hounds'is my bandy leg'd cur. 

With my hey tallyho! Pm a rare hunting beau, 
Chivy! tantivy ! Oh Row ! my horn is the horn 
7 5 (1; 704 e,, | „ 
We chace and we race, thro? brakes, ſtakes and 
'Thro? vales, and thro? dales, quick - ſets, and thick - 
ſets, | 7 * | $, 1 
Hey Towler! and Rowler! and Bowler! and Jowler! - 
' Sylvan ſcenes, ſhave the greens, 4 
Bruſh the dew from your ſhoe. | | 
The hounds and the grounds, ſhrjll echo hark 
-- ſounds! * I 
The fleeting wind we leave behind, | 
See the roſy morn, and the game all forlorn © |: 
We ſpy, him die! | / 
Heigh, ho! hi! hi! | " 5 
| Was eber ſuch a ſportſman as 17 | 


* 


A markſman I am, and when ſhooting I go, 
Twink my left eye, and I bring down a crow ; 
For a ſhot, oh a paving-ſtone anſwers ſo pat, 2 
And my pointer b ſtaunch 1s my tabby ram cat. 
.- - Ruſh, fluſh, beat the buſh, | | 
Fo” Anchovies, and covies, - | | 
Rough ftubble, brace double, and birds in a trouble, 
Hey boys remember the firſt of September. 15 
Partridge in corn, ſhot-bag, powder-horn, 
Take aim at the game, wild and tame, | 
Fowls fighing, and crying, ſhoot flying; 
T fling him, and wing him, | 
| Gun, barrel, flint, lock, | | 
7 a Prime, ram, load, and cock, 
„ , Flint, trigger, whiz, fire! 
Heigh !\ ho, ho! hi! 
Was e&'er ſuch a markſman as I? 
A lover I am, and Pm mighty love-ſick, | 
dly cupid hasleather'd me with his oak-ſtick ; FOR 
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5 -With hearts end with daine, oh I'm at it ding dong, 41 


ee the roſe and the * I lug into my ſang. : 

.l cry, figh, die | _ 
Tears flow, ah! oh! | N 

Cruel creature! angel feature! 
Groves, alcoves, and doves, and loves, 


Faces, graces, poney races, 
Roſes, lillies, 3 85 Billy's, 


— 98 


. Cupid, ſtupid, Venus, genus, 7 VOY 


Quick palpitation, and ſoft adoration. 
[2 Wiles, and ſmiles, the lover beguiles 
Tender, ſurrender, and kettle bender; ba 
Reeling, and wheeling, and kneeling, * 
Breezes, and treezes, and Phebus freezes, 
Frolickſome zephyrs, galloping heifers, 
Trobbing, and ſobbing, | 
From harms, in my arms, her charms, rude alarms, 
Admiring, deſiring, and firing. | 
Ranting, galanting, garter Foy nting. 


32 * 


Willing, and billing, and t oh killing! 
But if 111 then without don t, "Js beauty 
| II ſcout. | 
j _ Heigh! ho, . hi, hi! 
9 Was e er ſuch a lover as [? 
Euter SULLIVAN: | 


Sul. This fronndrel Billy 1 I ſend him a | 


to the young gentlemen's daddies and mammies, 
to tell them I could have no ſchool - to-day, be- 
_ =cauſe of Felix being locked up priſoner in the 

chapel, and he—( /zes Billy) Arrah then—is it 
_ —Billy O'Rourke ! The autres cloaths! and my 


new caxon too—Oh I ſee it, you've put them 


on to come courting. 
Billy. You may ſay that. 
Sul. But 11 Jet Roſa know ſhe's not to take my 
Hiker” s time, if ſhe was as pretty as a yellow- 
bo ag pe Hammer. 


| 


| 


* 


u 


' 


r 
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hamttter. Come you back home Billy, and mind 
your affairs. ( Mache out his hand) 6 

Billy. ( forinking away) Pho, let my bar alone 
now I beſeach you;-—Maſter there's a great deal 
of good ſenſe Zader our wig. 

Sul. Why boy, I have ſenſe to be fore, were 
you going to talk about that? 

Billy. Mr. Sullivan, when a man's vithout a 
wife what is he to do? 

Sul. Why he's to do without 1 wife. 

Billy. Yes Sir, but how is he to get one? 

Sul. ” Court her to be ſure; 4 

Billy. No occafion for You ſhe I've choſen, 


Jove's me already. 

Sul. Tien are you ſo Vain as to ſuppoſe * 
likes you.? 

Billy. Rofa! Miſs Helen Donnybrook. 

Sal What! Pho you conckited fo gc eaſy 
—eh ! But what reaſon have you to "think the 


likes you Billy boy ? 
Billy. Ca'nt tell my love ſecrets. Honor, 


| Wan honor! ( ferikes bis breaſt) 

Sul. True, nothing like honor, as I ſay when 
Icatch you at my hen · rooſt thieving e 
eggs. 

8 Miſs Helen Dotnybrook. 

Sul. Eh, the Squire giving him his cloaths fs 
ſome ſign of favor, now if merely to thwart his 
proyd Vie s ſcheme of marriage for his daughter, 

e ſhould give her to O Rourke, and that the yo 
lady herſelf ſhould take a fancy to him. I've hes 
of grand ladies running away with drumm 
and footmen, and counſellors, and ſuch fort o 


jockjes, —Billy, Pl give no IU lend you my 
advice, 
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advice, if when. you've ſucceeded = get my - / 


leaſe renew'd without a riſe on the 

Billy. Well Sir, I will. 

Sul. Then my advice eee make me . 
preſent of a hamper of wine? | 

Billy. Yes, yes 


Sul. Then Billy—liſten—You'll g give me 2 


_ Cheſhire cheeſe ? 
Billy. 1 will, L will—tell me. 
Sul. Marry her if you can. 


Billy. You may be ſure-on't—and if I get her 5 


fortune, put me in mind of the bottle of wine, 
and the pound of cheeſe. 
Sul. Pho! a hamper and a baadred. 
Billy. Aye Sir, twi 
dred. 


Sul. Yonder is her father going to the chapel 
to examine Felix, "Rs propoſe for her to 


him. . 

Billy. What did 
ſhould do ſuch a ſine thing for her. 

Sul. Pha! Go and aſkł his conſent— fie, with 
that little bit of a pot-lid on your head—here's 
my grand three cock'd beaver. (puts it on him) 
Frog now look fierce. Run or he'il be out. of 

t 


2 ” Bill. She's in the next room, let me ſhew 


myſelt to her. 


Sul. Talking to the girl before the daddy is 


beginning the alphabet, at the great A, inſtead 
of the aperceeand. What ſtrange things hap- 
pen, *twas but laſt Sunday, that Father Murphy 
ſaid “ Mr. Sullivan,“ fad he, © that Billy 
O'Rourke your uſher, will certainly for his wick- 
edneſs come to ſome dreadful akin bere 
you're going to be married, Ha, ha, ha! 

Bil. 


be a hamper in a hun- 


ver do for me that 1 
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Bil. Ha; m 
Sul. We {hall ſplit our des with ec 
when you aſk the father to en his function. 
Ha, ha, ha! 

Bil. Ha, ha, ha! But hews's: the Squire, ! 


muſt look grave how is my face? 


Sul. Very grave, how is mine? (looking at ones 
other) 

Bil. N . grave.—I'Il put on 2 bold book 
O ? F575 A 


Sul. Aye, Aye, _ copper. (e. 


SCENE IT. 
The F ields—wwith @ view of the Chapel, 


en, EIS nt Donny BRoo. 


Don. 1 ſhould like to bevy what Felix 103 70 


ſay for himſelf, more diſorders in the country 


than 1 imagined, but muſn't let all go aſtray here 
either. I ſhall ride a little; muſt ſee how my 
horſes look, ah this ruſtic clod Billy, ſhall 521 


them a rub down. | 


Enter SULLIVAN: | 
Sul. How do you do, Sir? Come cp eons | 
Ear Ricky: 


” Dor. But "bout this Felix, Mr. Sullivan 
! who's this? f 
Bil 


* 
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Bil. I'm ſo baſhful, damn my ſhame-face. 
Ful. Arrah what did you ſay ? None of your 
deed and deeds. before the gentleman, 2 

Don. My cloaths! 

Bil. Put in a good mk praiſe me. ey” 


Sul. 1 will—Sir, this Billy has a fine capacity, 


Then, Sir, he's ſo genteel in his phraſeology, he 


never ſwears, except now and * a gadzooks, | 


or pon my faney, 
Bil. And, Sir, I'm fo handy. 


Don. Handy indeed !—Do you think 1 ever 


wear thoſe cloaths again? 
Bil. There you ſee he gives them me entirely. 
uire if I was to ſpend all my wife's for- 


tune, I could maintain us both without her 


wetting a finger. 
Sul. Then Sir, he'd ſend his ten children to 
my ſchool. 
Don. And pray what is this tome? , 
Sul. Oh that's very good! the ſchooling of 


his eighteen ſmall children is nothing to their 
own grandfather—Phe boy, aſk his conſent at 


once. 
Bil. 1 will—hem-—you alk him. 
Sul. I will—aſk him you. 
Don. What are you about? 


Bil, Sir, I'm about nineteen, and I'm about 
ſix inches high, and five foot to the back of that, 1 


and I intend to be very fat. 
Sul. You're fat enough already, that my cup- 
board can tell. 


Bil. And Ive three months wages owing to 


me. 
Sul. Oh boy you muſt never aſk for that. 

Don. Theſe are ſurpriſing things, but what's 
the jet—Come to the point. What want you 
more than you ve got? 

Bil. 
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Bil. Why, Sir, the caſe is——the 41 
Don. But what affair 1 is in this wooden caſe? 


(putting his hand on Billy's bead) Come unlock 
open — ſpek ! 


Billy. Then Sir, as 1 don't think it would be 

fair for me'to run” aW a with Four daughter 
without | 
Don. Eh—how—what's that! 
Sul. Oh, oh, I ſee how the conſent W 
cauſe Sir, this vulgar low-bred ſroundrel has had 
the aſſurance to think you would give him Miſs 
Helen Donnybrook in marriage. 

Don. I'm ſtruck into ſuch a ſurpriſe of amaz- 

ing ſtupefaction - touch my cloaths, and even 
dare look at my daughter! I may thank my 


condeſcending humility for this but III not 


vex myſelf in this fine air;—Mr. Sullivan 1'd 
ſpeak with you. [Exit with ſmothered rage. 
Suk You go home, and bruſh my boots 
and make them ſhine like white marble. ( /natches. 
22 hat and wig of Billy Pubs them on bir 2 f 


Bil. I'm an impudent (coundrel! my twenty 


little babes ſhall never learn manners from you, 


old Sullivan. Here a young lady falls in love 
with a young fellow merely for his prettineſs, 
2nd I'm to be bedger's og by ber codger of a father, 
Vit be dom'd if J dont hahe her tho'—this hand 

that has ſqueez*d a lady's finger bruſh boots! No, 
no, Bob Sullivan, I'II go back no more to your 
mouldy cupboard. I'll run away with her or may 
1 — Oh here's Reimond O'Hanlon—tho' now 


the Conſtable. and the County-keeper, Ne. he 
was a Heart of Steel, FD | 


Eule 


TER W. n N | , Z 65 
Enter RO ˙ᷓ O'Hanton, (With chains) 
Red, Lil have Felix: out of this before hes 


ordered to Wicklow jail. (afide.) 
Billy. Redmond I've a deſperate wicked buſineſs, 
and I, want you to help me my good fellow. _ 
Red. I can't, Im now going to put theſe irons 
on Felix. F is, 
Billy, You're a bold and a big man, Redmond 
O'Hanlon, and a fine thief taker when you pleaſe, 
becauſe you were a rogue yourſelf once. 
Red. Yes, I think I'm clever at arreſting a man 
or doing him an execution of chatthes=—in Antrim 
I was a Heart of Steel, in Clonmell I was a White 


Boy. . „ {aro opti va ils © 
Bil, But Redmond, what makes you a Heart 
of Steel? © e 


Red. You aſk! See you not what heavy 
eng we lay under—onr great landlords 
pending their money abroad, their ſtewards patch 
by. patch encloſing our commons, and their 
parſons with their rich livings leaving us in the 
claws of their curſed griping tithe proctors. 
Billy. Well, well, you're a fine lad, but you 
muſt help a young lady to run away with me. 

Red. Lady! I will Muſt ſtep home for my 
hanger.— This cuts out more work ſor me. 


AIR.—RtpMond. 


When young they call'd me roaring boy, 
For blows I took delight in, | 
My Drum I thought a darling toy, 
. Game chicks I ſet to fighting. 
| oy play was luſty cudgel raps, _ 
en not my Gig-top laſhing, 
305 Sj 4 
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The 11 girl J ſet to pulling caps, LM 4497 
ATR. 1 * w barley threſhing. 
Firing | offipe s ſay, ay they'll be ſworn, 
E 200 11 4 night when I was born! 
The Moon in — her face did — ö 
a The Elements were all at ſcuſle, | 
by TAG 0 The brooks into a torrent ſwell'd ! N 
NN A Rock was ſplit! an Oak was fell'd, | 
eng tt - The vs ee ſeream'd, “ the” yy | 
4 e* | —- K 5 
eee eee Banſhee moand! the earth did quite! 
Bren A raven ſung !---a thunder peal ! 
SLE GUT For chen fil throbb'd an Heart of Steel. 


9 4245.5 bs 
"SF" i a f ; 


Þ "RY — I ride, Ar dee me good, - 

If on à Horſe that's vicious 01 A1 
From wrangling Bull a ſlice my food R | 
Such Beet-ſteak how delicious! . | 

Of all my liquors Punch I love, 

S Sweet cöntradiction jumble : 

With joy the craggy cliffs I rove | 
So winds and waters rumble. 

8 The Goſfips ſay, aye they'll be 15 &c. 
Exit, 


Billy. What a terrible fellow with his * | 
and fplit ravens, and banſhees and bull-beef—he 
may take Miſs Helen from me, and murder us 
both and throw us into a quarrry, like two dying 
lovers, then ( be a ballad made about us. 

. Frank. Sings without) ** 1 humbly beg good 
chriſtians King 

Billy. That's the jolly Pedlar—I think he'd 
help me, and not make fuch a rumpus as Redmond 
O'Hanlon intends. 


Enter FRANKLIN, (in bis diſguiſe) 


Frank. My poor Felix within here, under all 
the horrors of expected death, ( going paar the 


chapel ſees * ae 
510. 
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Bill. Heak'ye you (goes over to bim with / 
caution) 1; want—to—{(wwhifpers) Came ' hither, 
(on bim to the other fide) you muſt know—this 

ay—( takes bim to the e Lat) N 8 2 
foul want to ſt 

Frank. What, a am? 20:4 

Billy. A fiſh! Why you're a 114. what do 
you talk to me in that ſtile. 5 

Frank. 1 don't know, ] heard of your running 
away with the Squire's fowls. _ 

Billy. I eat up your Grouſy, and now I'll have 
your Pheaſant old Donnybrook---he, he, he 

| (4/ide) No, no, do you ſee that little girl yonder--- 
ſhe's not a lady, tho' ſhe is fo — you need 
not be frighten d you muſt belp me to carry 
her oft. 
: Frank. Indeed here's a young villain! (ade) 

, well. 

pill, - And when I get her to Dublin Pn m 
her by hook or by crook---huſh---when I tou 
her fortune I'll give you two guineas to ſet up a 
Tavern, How you gape---now don't you go for to 
give yourſelf a good name and ſay you're a rogue 
if you are not, becauſe I can have a capital Peep 
a day boy to help me. | 

Frank. (In an under tone) Then to tell 1 the 
truth I'm a Defender. | 

Billy. You'll do---huſh---here ſhe is. 

Frank. It is my charming Helen, lucky for her 
that I came into this part af the country. (They 


retire) 


Enter 1 


Helen. I've . n 2 vaſt liking for Roſa, | 
her 1 Felix ! love has made che ſimple damſel 


xX 2 quite 
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quite a Dido and a Cleopatra - till I'm in chore 
| meine: 1 profeſs « rieqdlſhip for all rue lovers. 1 


AIR. Alan. 3 ISS wet, 


f Let winter with a churliſh-blaſt” 6! 
Sweet Flora's triumph end, 
And ſcowl along the - oy 
And far the Swallow ſend ; 
| Tho“ Seas i in chryſtal fetters lie, 
And own its fierce controul, 
The ſtorm is ſoften d to a ſigh, 
If loye is in the ſoul, - 


; Returning Spring can frew delight 
A Lo rages wing 8 
And ſoothe to reſt the liſt' 
With Fhilomela's ſong. "om mig] a 
Tho' round to charm the ear and e 
Tranſporting j leaſures roll, 
We ſeal our tranſports with a ich 
If love i 1s in the ſoul. a 


Ak ! this is the Chapel where Felix is co alin: 
FI tell him thro” the key-hole that Fl $76 7 
with Papa, t that will comfort the poor fellow, 

Going towards the 2 


Birrv and F RANKLIN advance. 


Oh Billy, did you ſee my father ? 
Billy. Your Papa was juſt now ſpeaking to your 
huſband my love. 
Helen. My huſband ! what dye mean? | 
Billy. Stop, my ſweet, you muſt come with me. 
Helen. What's the fool at. 
| Billy. Fool! oh, oh! 


WW. 4 


Re-enter Repuonp. (wi a hanger) 
Redmond, that's ſhe. 
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Red. But who's this ? un at Franklin, draws 
ban ger 
| 123 Our friend-- he's + 4 Defender. (apart to 
re who advances to Helen.) 

Frank. (Inter paſing) Offer to touch that lady, 
and receive the contents of this, (Seu piſtol.) 

Red. S blood O Rourke didn't . tell me 
he was a Defender? _ 

Frau. I am a Defender — of the helpleſs, 
againſt the brutality of a ruthan, 

I Exit Redmond. 


Bil. Oh, by the Infernal black mn 


Eurer Svruavan, | 


Sal, How black you've made my boots—ch ? 
(takes him by the ear and leads him off.) 

Hel. Lm ſo frightened—who could ſuſpect ſo 
much miſchief in a clown—cou'd he era have 
deen ſerious ?—my dear honeſt fellow, how, - 
how, ſhall I reward you? . 

Frank. When I aſk a reward, 1 hope Miſs, 
you wont refuſe me. 


Euter Ros 4. 


Roſe. Well ma'am ?—Oh, the poor pedlar. — 
Hel. Pedlar ! I proteſt 1 don't know what he 
is— I remark'd your activity when our horſes 


ran away with us yeſterday — Come, now really 
what are you? 


Frank. What am I ma- am! 1 


8393 
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| I humbly beg good chriſtians kind, 


My wil 
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1 AIR—Franklin.) + 


- * You'll liſten to my ditty, 8 
For tho' I'm neither lame nor blind, 
I well deſerve your pity. e ice | 

Tho? gaping friends may wiſh my death. 
| ſhall not deceive them, 7 
For when that I reſign my breath, 2 
Oh, all the world I'll leave them. | 
A farden, à farden, my fortune muck de 
Of all the hands out-ftretched to me, 
Oh! blefling on the ladies. 


My boots you ſee are made of ftraw, 
| My coat hath pockets twenty, 


I have no gloves upon my paw, 


Agra, I am not 1 70 7 
I, 


Devoid of care my bags I 


For that let others labour, 
My mercer's or my taylor's bill, , 
Is paid by ſome good neighbour. -_ * 
| A farden, a farden, &c. l 


In peace I ſleep, or night or morn, 


My gold is never lock'd up, 
My horſe eats neither hay nor corn 
And yet he's never knock'd up. (Shews his Haff.) 
When aſking charity not one, 7 
Will tell me lie ſo poorly, 
For when they ſay my friend I've none, 
Oh, that's a truth moſt ſurely. 
A farden, a farden, &c. 


Hel. (Gives him money) Well, ſurely I owe you 


ſomething; 'come Roſa, now for your Felix. 


( They both go over ta the Chapel.) 
Frank. Generous girl! the concern ſhe takes 


for the unfortunate, charms me, but I'll ſee 
how far it will carry her—from the curioſity 


8 
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of my boyiſh rambles, I believe I know more of - 
the country then all its prefent inhabitants. (ae), 
Roſa, child, you love: Felix—1 A $ inn0- 07 fa 
. N | 

Feel, loancene I'll be ſworn he is is. ”” 

Frank. Yet the event of his trial is uncertain 
I think he might eſcape from this. 

Roſa. How ? | 

Frank. There is a way under ground from 
that very chapel, to the ruins of the old abbey, 
about a up among the mountains—I re- 
member an old ballad about it. (Sings, Ms Under 
« the font is a little trapMoot.” 

Roſa. What the old abbey, yonder ? dear, I re- 
collect that cave perfectly. 

Helen. Then Roſa, without tellin g 2 ſoul, 
we'll go by ourſelves, and if poſſible, free bim. 

rt. 

Roſa. Thank ye miſs we will. [Abart 

Helen. So in there that good benevolent youth 
paſs'd all laſt night. 

Roja. Aye, but heaven was about him. 


GLEE. 


On earth's cold face poor Felix lies, 
Baum! goes the bell---'tis Felix dies! 
- Toll, ſad the ſound, 
Our hearts to wound, 
To heaven his deeds ſhall riſe. 


Lenau 


jide the Chapel. 
Felix diſcovered ſitting on @ form, peruſing a paper. 


Fel. This unfortunate letter |] muſt either 
betray 
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betray the man that p ocbied er the, or ſafer in 
his ſtead; i Tdo, then the ſecret chat has proved 
my ruin, ſhall die with mer this ſource of itl; bal 
ſhall produce no more miſchief. Mr. Droſs the - . 
ſilverſmith, my nurſe mentions will certainly * 
be here to day; ans if he meets Sullivan all muſt 7 


13 8 Nonsens F 
come out. 
1 & © SEN 
de e AR t Keane e 
f a RY 
hs be 5 1 ; 145 FTE) I * . ö 


Life is ſure the ocean, | 
Set in wild commotion, 
Or rather 160 a rr WP hard frupyting crow the 
98 211% 5-5 
l Now: wel, 0 - moorbly ailing, [ 
Now rough blaſts prevailing, | | 
And now becalmed in Ught 2 land, the winds are 
9 Waun to ſleep, 
8 . Whilſt below ſo jolly, 
Foes to melancholy, 
Sit the 3051 laughing crew around the ſocial bowl, 
From the top-maſt ſpyin Ving, f 
| - - Jaek aloft fits fighing; s 
* In ou. flow'ry meadby rove$ *. en of my 
ſo 25 
All warm his fond fancy, 
- Preſents his lov'd Nancy, 
As reading the letter laſt ſent by her dear, 
Now does ſhe blefs'him, - 
Claoſe would careſs him; 
To her heart preſs him, 
Was the Rover near; 
Hope does but eozen, 
5 Hoy!“ bawls the Boſen; 
Prom the land we ſteer.” 
Now we're ſhovthly ſitting; 
Nou rough blaſts prevailin 
And now beealfned the winds are Fe huſhed, as r6ck'd th 
peacerul fleep, 
_ Life is ſure the ocean, 
Set in wild commotion 


Orr rather ſay, a gallant up, hard Arugghng *crols the 
deep. - 4 
Ful. 


1 


k 


1 
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Sil (without.) Felix I command you in the 
name of the Lord Lieutenant, to keep from the 
door, whilſt I open it to ſee whether: you're there 
or no. (Enters.) Come _ YT ON do KY 
hang behind ? 


Enter BILLY, in his own titten, . (fri hind, 5 


Very odd, this wretch lo beloved that all the 
country is in tears, and ſobs, at his being ſhut up. 
| (Locks the door. 
Bil. Maſter, you needn't mind locking the 
door till we're out. | 
Sal. I muſt take care of the two offenders: 2 
Bil. Two! ſure there's only one. 
Sul. You know, Felix, before you did this laſt 
damnable job of journey-work, you loſt your 
character by daſhing your money about; ſome 
thought you had found a pot of gold, others ſaid 
you had ſold yourſelf to the devil, but all were 
of one mind, that you went out robbing for 
it. 
Fel. In a very ſhort time, I purpoſed making 
a full and open diſcovery, but as it has now 
happened, find it how you can. 
Sul. Then ſtay there and be hanged, you ob- 
ſtinate unmannerly wretch, till a guard of ſol- 
diers come with their muzzles ſcrewed upon 
their bagnets, to take you to Wicklow jail, then 
you'll be arraign'd, then the judge will put on his 
little black cap, you'll be condemned, the cord 
will be put round your neck, and then St. 
Patrick have mercy on your ſoul Billy O'Rourke, 

Bil. Why the lord have mercy upon you for a 
great big fool—Sir, what do you talk to me at 
all, why don't you turn to Felix. 

VOL. 11, | Y Sul. 
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Sul. True, Felix you'll be hanged in chains, 
8 Kee as | write in the boy's copy-baoks, that will 
learn you wiſdom in the days of, your youth. 
Eh what's here? ( Packs up the — Felix had 
dropt.) this is one of the letters Felix took frem 
the mail bag, it may diſcover ſomething. 
| (.de, going. 
Bil. Now I. make off. G. to the ye) 
Sul. (Turns.) Where are you going g 
Bil. II was not going only for Mr. Donny- 
| brook to examine Felix, 


Sul. (takes the key from: the. 4 Oh, he has : 
run to look for his dau ghter— neither ſhe nor Ro- 


ſa can be found. Redmond O' Hanlon has told 
the ſquire, that ſome ralcal e to carry 
her off. 

Bil. Oh, lord! (af de.) 

Sul, Billy *twasn't you fas, was it? you de- 
ſerved only a horſewhipping for your confound- 
ed impudence in aſking for her, but the youth 


1 
© 
f i 

+ 


4 

Ag. 

#4 

th 

118 

141 

2 

5 

2 

0 l 

—_—_— 
9 

U "I 

4 

,* Þ 

EY 

wy 

v4 

+ 


Te 


x 
922 


; 


#8 that tried to ſteal her away will ſhuffle out of 
_— the world with Felix—but I'll go and read this 
' letter in a corner, [retires thre a ſmall door. 
| th Bil. (terrified.) Yes | ſhall {wing—a young 
11 man gets no good by following the girls, plague 


choak wg Oh Felix ſhou'd you 
be happy to ſhuffle out of the world in com- 
1 pany? I dont mean my Company —I never 
11 did any thing to deſerve ſuch treatment.—maſ- 
5 ter! (turns) gone! why old Sullivan has locked 
me in too]! what have I done ?—I didn't do amy 
thing, I never did nothing, oh lord } oh lord! 
Felix I'd get you out if I could, I wiſh I could 
get ycu out, becauſe then J could get myſelf 
out.— Felix you ſhould try to get out—its 2 
great ſin to die whilſt we're alive. Eo; | 
Fel. 
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Fi. True Death conſtantiy pur ſues and muſt 
overtake us, yet we ffiou'd keep dur onward 
way, and not turn to meet him, this ſimpleton 
but ſad company for the hour of forrow, Here 
over the ſpot where I was born, fhall I be hunted 


like a poor native of Jamaica. 


Ze thy tomb 9'er ſpread with boughs, -- - 
oor hunted weary deer, Fog 
Quivering leaves thick ſhade thy brows, 
Jad emblem of thy feats "ry 
On them make a quick repaſt, 
Bitten meal and ſure thy laſt, 
Sore afidions hem thee round, 
And Kindefſt friends forſake, | 
Cruel taſk to ſpare the hound. 
| -* Thy heart ſtrings nobly break, 
Or when loud and diſmal yelling, 
Shakes thy ſylvan palace green, 
he; The del and opening glade, 
And the blood-hound ſcares thy dwelling, | 
Why behind thy flowery ſcreen, | 
Doſt thou ſkulk diſmayed, 
Thro' the brake thy antlers puſhing, 
Valiant in deſpair, 7 
r To face the brawling ſtrife, 
Ftom thy covert fiercely ruſhing, + 
Thus the conflict dare, 
Wich glory end thy life. 


* 


2 x 


3 8 [ retires. 
Bil. That wicked fellow finging in the chapel, 

ay, he's the hunted ſtag and l'm the goat in 

trouble. , 5 


AIR—Bilh, 


- _ Gadzooks! with fear I'll die; f | 
In bed of his own making. | | 
Poor Billy now muſt lie, 


* Mlerey 
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72 3+ : 14 51 deir die in n hoe | =y . oY | 
1. Man O pel I muſt not ſ WOT ia : 20 
On degch and bands what ſhall I'd LY 


Ihe Goor III open tear, CT SE SIA 
Jo hang me up like the fi eee, 177 
$3; > 4A Will be but a fooliſh. ak, 290 085 4 80 
6 Then never from this littl white n FRY " | 
Shall I hear my Fe 3d TT 8 8 


The buck am I-of our own a little 5,0 
And ſure I'm the greateſt beau, 
To take from Billy: a pretty green'gawn, 
What 70 would cry, Oh no! 
2 To hang me up, .. 1 


= 


Felix gone to fit in the veſtry—I won't ſtay in 
this diſmal place by myſelf. ( going.) 

Hel. (Sings underground.) Fe—li—x! 

Bil. What's that? | 


Hel. Fe—li—x! 
Bil. That is ſurely old Harry Fain g this wick- 


ed fellow to him. 


AIR—Hrlen 


Where now thou art is the path to > beg | 
vet finer in the world if thou'd'ſt longer ſtay, 
To thy own choice is the power given, 
With my little finger, I could point the way. 
Under the font is a tiny trap door, 
Opening to a peſſage under the floor, 
Darkly winding to the ragged pile, 
That crumbles down the mountains, hence 


one mile. 
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Bil. An underground paſſage from this Ga- 
pel to the mountains! what "Oh opens at the 
old abbey—Huzza l huzza! thank you ſweet 
little cricket whoever you are.—lts a fine lonely 
place, I can get off to Dublin, without coming 
to Arklow again. (Seeks and finds the trap.) Here: 
it is—PFelix ! Felix! but if I take him with me 
1 ſhall yet be hanged for his reſcue—no, i bo! 
fave going up, I'll go down, 


Re-enter SULBIVAN. | 


Maſter not gone! 1 (fours the trap haſtily) 

Sul. Whaever wrote this letter didn't learn in 
my {chool---handJ its a crow's claw---but I muſt 
read it, to prepare proofs before Mr. Donnybrook. 
comes. 

Bil. Mr. Donnybrook coming! then I'm gane 
forecertain, (frightened) 

Sul. Billy, where's that pair of ſpectacles Felix 
bought for me? 

BY Yes, Sir, I'll go home for them, Sir, 
open the door, Sir. 

(Sullivan. goes towards the door.) 
This will be better than elcaping under the ground 
] dont know' where. 

Sul. No, Billy, ſtay here, we ſtall want you to- 
write his confeſſion. 

Bil Aye, I ſhall be ſent to jail with Felix 
(terrified) hell] death! and fury, let me out--- 
(very violent) 

Sul. Why, Billy, what do you curſe and ſwear 
ſo for? you're grown ſuch a reprobate! A pretty 
tutor you are for the boys 
Bil. May I be choak'd and curſed, if I 
Sul. Stop, you wreich ! Do you know you are 

in 
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in the chapel, with your dreadful. cxactarkilia? 
You make my very hair ſtand an end, I ſhoudn'e' 
wonder if ſome ſudden ee was to fall pol 
your ugly head. | 
Bil. Let me out this inſtant; or may I be bund 
1 dont 
Sul. He's ſurely W blaſphemous boy; 
your ſoul's gone. "Billy, tremble when you think 
of old Geoghegen, the cobler; his conſtant oath. 
was, © the devil burn me”---and ſure enough, as 
he was at his work one night, with the candle in- 
nocently ſtanding near him, drawing his arms out 
at length with the wax end, his right hand came 
over the flame of the candle, and he coudn't draw 
it back again, fo there he was found by the neigh-- 
bours as a mark of infernal. wrath, groaning with 
the flame burning thro' his wriſt. 
Bil. Very true! (cies) I with the people 
woudn't put me into ſuch paſſions---I ſwore as 
many oaths to-day, about Miſs Helen, as wou'd 
ſink my poor ſoul, (knocking without) Oh Lord! 
Don. (without) Who's hefe? 
Sul. Oh Mr. Donnybrook. (unlocks the door) 
Bil. I'm a loſt man---P'll ruſh out. 
(Runs agai 15 Donnybrook, who enters.) 
Don. Oh you Paris of Troy! where's my Helen 
Dont let him go- 
Bil. If J know any thing of her, may I be 
Sul. Hold your tongue, you harden'd profli- 
gate; I ſhoudr't wonder if the ground was to open 
and ſwallow you up ahve. 
Bil. Oh, oh! (/igni/i cantly, goes to the rey, opens 
it, and returns unpercerved) 
Don. Do you know where your Strephon has 
hid my daughter, 
Hi 
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Bil. Lord? What's that? (looking at the op 
pretendin terror.) | 

Sal. What's what? 

Don. Have you hid her down there? 

Bil. A great hole in the earth bleſs me! 

Sul. (Surpriſed and terrified) Ah! too late to 
bleſs yourſelt now, after curſing = ſwearing i in 
the holy chapel. 

Bil. What's the matter with my feer—ſome- 
thing pulling them. 

Don. I'll make you faſt by the legs, you villain. 

Sul. Be quiet, Sie) father Murphy told ine this 
would be his end. Billy, have ſome regard to 
the ſchool where you were uſher---go quietly, 
dont let them ſend up fire and brimſtone for you. 

Bil. Oh, Sir?! © aſter, hold me! oh they'll 
have me down! (moving towards the trap.) 

Don. What's the uſe of that trap door ? 

Sul. No, no; there was never a ap door here 
before. 

Bil. Oh, belp! Help! 

Sul. Dont lay a finger upon him; 855 horrid 
vengeance that awaits him may communicate like 
electricity. 

Don. Give an account of Helen this minute, 
or by the heavens — | 

Sul. Take warning, dont you b too. 

Bil. Oh, they pull me! 

Don. There KerP him faſt—Why the raſcal's 
going! 

Sul. Yes, he is e him go to the devil. 

[ Billy deſcends, and cloſes the trap- door. 

Den. Where's my daughter? 

Sul. If I know any thing of her, may -I mean 
—1 _ gadzooks, - and upon my fany,— Dont 

be 
HS 


* » 
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be kicken d; fit down — and if you faint, I've 4 
pitcher of water to throw over you. 

Don. S'blood ! What do you mean—Your 
ſcoundrel runs away with my child, and then you 
want to throw water oyer me. (noiſe without) 

Sul. Oh lord, ſave me! Oh heaven bleis me 
(runs about frig bten d) 

Don. To reſcue Felix! Dont whch me, I'm 
 magiſtrate'; by the me.) I'm a magiſtrate. 
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E 
Enter FELIX. (baſil) 
W » AIR. | 


Felix. Neighbours, for the cake of Heaven, 
Venture not a precious life; 
Liberty cannot be given; 
Without ſlaughter giving rife, 


5 1 of the roof broke through, and the door. po 
Th open.) | 

. Enter REDMOExD O'Hanron and country priply 
with ſhirts over their cloaths, and oak boughs T4 


their hats. 
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CHORUS. 


At the hazard of our lives, 
Cattle, cabins, babes and wives ; 
Generous Felix, blythe and free, 
Again ſhall taſte bleſt liberty. 


Felix. Good or ill, what e'er betide, 
I my trial will abide ; ; 
Hopeleſs tho? alas my cauſe, 
I'II never violate my country” s laws, 


Red. Since deſtruction thus you dare, 
Your unhappy fate we'll ſhare. 


CHORUS, 
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1 vor | 


"CHORUS... 


inn wy hazard of our lives, 
Cnttle, cabins, babes and wives; 
+. 1 Generous Felix, blythe and free, 


1 Again ſhall rove the hills, and Joe fn 
off, 


: 


[ Exeunt eee 
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SCENE 1. 

SULLIVAN's Houſe: 5 

Enter SULLIVAN. | 
SULLIVAN» 


BiiLty's untimely fate has ſo ſtupified me, that 
I forgot all concern for this other rogue Felix; I 
thought that by the hurly burly at the chapel 
door, Lucifer was come for him too, but *twas 
certainly at the black gentleman's inſtigation 
that the profane wretches broke open the chapel, 
to looſe him upon the world again.—Now for 
this letter, my threat'ning to ſtop his letters 
made him take this ont of the bag—the roaſted 
cheſnuts muſt be very ſweet, to make a man 
thruſt his fiſt into the fire. (opens letter) © Mar- 
garet Fagen!“ Why this is from Felix's old 
nurſe. (reads) 5 
« Dear Child, I'm ſorry I was out when you 
* called, but more ſorry to tell you of an unfor- 
608 « tunate 
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« tunate affair; going to ſell the two bits you 


« left with me, the ſilverſmith ſaid, he'd fend 
« me to Newgate if I didn't tell him where I 
got them: Dear Felix don't be angry, to fave 


« myſelf, I was forced to tell him your having | 


« diſcovered in one af the Wicklow Mountains, 


« 2” DQwhat—heaven—bleſs us! how's this—a 


diſcover d Heaven us, diſcover d—St, 
Patrick and all his angels be about us, diſcoyer'd 


« ed young kind of a chap, he danced about his 


4 ſhop like a madman, for joy. He faid, he 


« himſelf was 2 great chymiſt-and a great miner, 
and that be'd go up to Arklow to-morrow ; he 
« made me promiſe to write. to you, to tell him 
all about it.” —To-morrow—-to-morrow's tos 


day—this miner will be here to-day—oh joy, 


oy | and Felix to know this, and not tell a 
Ban of us, oh the moſt damnable villain ! I wiſh 


I had found it, I wou'dn't have let a creature know 


till I had made myſelf as rich! but then I'm an 


honeſt man, as the rope is about Felix's neck, 


Pl] meet the miner my elf and by letting him 
know I underſtand all us it, I'll larn how to 


find the gold, and to refine it, and ſyperfine it, 
and double repne it—faith I'ye an old book of 


chymiſtry I'll go read 1 to prepare me to talk 
to him. 


Enter DouxvnOOE, read ing a letter, which be 
Puls UP. 


Don. What do they mean by their mail rob- 


bery, my letters have been delivered to me.— 


Well Bob Sullivan, we ſhall have ſome 2 | 


to our party | 
2 2 Sul, 


2 © Gold Mine in Croghan Hill! when I told 
« Mr. Droſs the filverſmith, who is a hot-head- 
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Sul. I don't know who wrote the book, but 
its on the ſhelf, (ade) 

Don. You have a ſpare bed—Eb l honeſt Bobſ? 

Sul. I'll ſhew Mr. Droſs the miner that! know 
what gold bullion is. afideY 

Don. Perhaps this Mr. Franklin is arrived— 
have you heard of any ftranger—— _ - 

Sul. We ſhall all be made up of guineas, Ark. 
low, will be the guinea coaſt—we. can have + 
nes ſlaves, and guinea fowls, and _—_ rr and 
guinea pigs #14037 Hr | [Eau 
Don. What's the matter with the man with his 

2 pigs. —Can't imagine where my daughter 

as rambled to -again-—her health and ſpirits! 
ſeem. quite reſtored, the country air has already 
had, an excellent effect on her, «plague of their 
towns! A million of people eluſtering up toge- 
ther, as if the Iſland wasn't large enough! in a 
great city what are the tops of the houſes but 
the ſurface of the earth, and the inhabitants 
walking thro? the ſtreets and lanes as at the bot- 
tom of ſaw pits? I wiſh I could prevail on my 
wife to live in the country, but ſhe's for faſhion, 
riot, and the ſplendor of affluence. * * 


AIR. —DonnvyROoK, | 


Ye Gratious powers oh give me ſenſe 
Enough to be content, 
With juſt an eaſy competence; 
If more to me is lent, 
A bounteous heart then freely grant ; ; 
And ever may that heart expand, 
And prompt the ready open hand 
To give and cheer the child oy want. 


If r more I have than I can uſe, 
That more I eil can ſpare; 
The poor man's boon then why refuſe, 
My cup my morſe] ſhare: 1 
or 
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For tho? to-day my meal is gent; n 
To-morrow Heav'n may ſend a feaſt; 20 

| Or much, or little, be my.queſt 8 
1 enn ere In child 1 want. 


But let 1 me conſider the buſineſs. of this letter; 
my friend Sir Richard aſks me to become guar- 
— to Mr. Franklin, who when of age will be Lord 
of the Manor, and falls into the eſtate round 
here. He ſays, that tho' I have never ſeen 
Franklin, yet he is well acquainted with my wife, 
having met her at ſome public place or other 
retire up here for a little relaxation, and purſued - 
by buſineſs ! troubled with farms, leaſes, and 
bonds. — The letter mentions his intention of be- 
ing here this day to view his eſtate.— Guardian- 
ſhip/is a perplexing truſt, but however the young 
man will be of age in 'a few months; ſo PI 
not GLEN his friends by a refuſal. ' 

| noe up peruſing the ltr. 
F 


Enter Dros $ dreſs'd faſbionabh e 


Dreſs. Now here am I in the Hibernian Po- 
toſi; but where to find the diſcoverer of the 
mine. Dem it, how unlucky I ſhould forget 
the name the old woman told me when [I threat- 
en'd to apprehend her. If I mention a gold 
mine to the wrong perſon, I ſet the whole coun- 
try in a flame. 

Don. ] muſt ſee if Sullivan ba a ſpare chamber 
ſhould this gentleman come (going) þ 

Droſs. What's that? do you expect any body 
from Dublin? | 

Don. Eh! Yes, Sir, I do expect a perſon from 
Dublin, | 
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Dro. Had you notice of his coming, by 2 let- 

ter? | 

Don. Well, Sir. ſup ppoſe ſo. 
Droſs. Was be a my ralty,, a, handlome 5 

young gentleman?; ö 
Don. Why as to his beauty, really Sir 1 know 

nothing of at, for I never had the honor of lee, 


ing him, 
Dreſs. Then you have that ſuperlative hovor, | 


now Sir, (4ows ) as to perſonal advantages, Iam 
—juſt ſo—an elderly looking lad this; but hard 
labour wears out theſe country clowns, Now to 
found him about his diſcovery. (aſde) Eh, what 
maſter of the ductile —— that maſters the 
whole world (winks) found it. 

Don. Who 1s this ſmart beautiful youth, with 
his winking and blinking.— But I muſt inquire 
whether Mr. Franklin is arrived. (going). 

. Dreſs. Stop, a word . 

Don. Excuſe me, Sir, I'm engag d I expect 
a gentleman. 5 e 

| Dreſs. Isn't he a miner. 

Don. A minor! yes Sir, What then? 

Droßß. Iam the man. 

Don. Indeed! Can this be my new ward Mr. 
Franklin! (ide). I'm very happy to lee you, 


Sir. 

Droſßß. You'll comply in this buſineſs ?_ 

Don. Yes, Sir, I received the commands of 
my old friend, and am willing to obey them. 

Droſs. Oh then, he'll ſhew me where the 
mine lies, as the old woman deſired him. (aſide) 
Don. Well Sir, and you know Mrs. Donny- 


brook. 
Deg 
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 Drofs. Mrs. Donny brook! Eh, muft be Mrs. 
Donnybrook, of Sackville ſtreet, —(a/ide) Oh 
er Sir, have that honor— (bows) A fine flaſhy 

y! ſhe had an exceeding handſome ſilver Win 

t from me. 

Don. Indeed! very filly, my wife taking pre- 
{ents from this ridiculous young man. 

Droſs. Eghtecy ounces, {ix grains, nine penny 
weights. 

Don. A large property here Sir, fine ſcope of 
mountain. : 
 Droſs. Mountain TVRY e 
Don. Why Sir, as to its being all yours that we 
ſhall ſee by the map, and rent roll. : 

Dreſs. Rent roll! what rent roll? ys 

Don. Well by the ſurvey. _ 

Dreſs. I'll ſurvey and examine it with the. eye 
of a Roſecruſian. 

Don: But Sir, tho' I do undertake this truſt, in 
four months you'll have the command of all 
7 

N What you doubt your Kill in the work- 
ing? nd on me. 

y oy 140 think if cultivated it 0 be more 
productive. 

Drofs. Productive! The ſtream ſhall equal the 
Portugal Tagus, the Italian Padus, the'Thracian 
Hebrus, the oriental Ganges, and the Aſiatic 
PaRolus. 

Don. Oh he has ſome wiſe ſtupid plans for im- 
proving his acres. An odd young fellow. (ad, 
Why Sir, the hills are ſtony, but by the help of 
a little gunpowder and undermining, as you re- 
mark, they might produce grain. 

Drofs. And duſt, juſt ſo, golden grain, and 


lovely duſt! ſo pure, we want no refiner, my 


Jucky boy. (on him on the back) P 
Don. 
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Don. You, want a refiner— What the plague 
does he mean hy his lovely duſt. (afige) > / 

_ Droſ6. Is the river near?—Little-thining bits 
among. the pebbles.—l — * ſee 2 c 


wedge. 4 4) $4; 
Don. Lock in the fiver mg you few ou 
ö block. ( bal, afid, e) 34 TER FOI bs 134 AY 


Droſt. What! a whole block. 1 but it can „ 
be, do you take me for a tinker? ang 4 _— no 
more than ſawdering old ſauecpant. . 

Don. Sir! an 

Dreſs. 1. tell you its black Jack, een 
is it ſoluble to aqua regulis? never mind my 
lad, I'll bring it to liquefaction, tho* you've got 
alittle caſh by it, you mus'nt ſet up for a gen- 
tleman, white and delicate as my hands ſeem, I 
have blacken'd them with charcoal. n £ 


the fear of vapours. Fr iy JR 0 
Don. Charcoal and rin really Sir, 100 t 
underſtand you. IE GH 


Dreſs. How ſhould you, you country dolt 1 


Hearkye, 2 word, the knowledge of my coming 
may cauſe ſuſpicion, ſo dont mention the ſeeret 
till I have viewed the ſpot, and digeſted my plan 
of operations. Liſten both grain and duſt muſt 
be waſhed down the mountain by the rapidity of 
the current, for which a tank mult be dug twelve 
feet deep and three, hundred wide, at the brow 
end cut ten {luices—theſe when opened ſhall let 
forth a guſhing torrent, but previous to that the 
channe} down the valley mult .be planted thick, 
with roſemary buſhes, to catch the precious par- 
ticles—T'll completely ſcoop the two hills on 
eicher ſide. Cut thro' the rock and blow up. 
Don. Hold, hold Sir! Do you mean all theſe 
alterations by way of improvements ? 
Drofs. 
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Dreſs. Juſt ſo, to improve my fortune. 


Don. A plaguy'fogl was he who Jeft it you 
and I to 1 my head with the affairs of ſuch 


- a pappys @ hg Lee Sir, Ho" ner my" 


charge, will not. 
ny, Who cares? I'll be at all the charge 
Fs, ones fire, and guapowder. Oh 1 7: 


eady in the very vein | 
1 Well Sir, ro you are in the vein for Su 


ting thro mountains, and blowing rocks about, 


you dont ſaddle me with 
a 


the mand ment of your 
irs. 


Dreſs. Why! you note re do you 
take me for an ironmonger ? I'll leave you to 
dabble in your little ſhabby brook like a kennel. 


raker as you 275 but rl help the Lord of the 


Manor to — ht all the herring- boats 1 in the bay 
with glori lion. 

Don. Ivaderſtand you are Lotd of the Ma- 
NOT, 


vil with the old woman that ſent me to you. 


Don. What, do you call my friend Sir Richard 


an old woman ? 
_ Dreſs. There's more knowledge i in the ſhadow 


of this profile, cait upon a white wall, by the 
gleam of a ruſh-light, than in Meſue, Avicinna, 


Raymund Lully, Paracelſus, Geber, Arnoldus 

Rhazes, Baſil Valentine, Lazarus Erekern, Sir 

George Ripley, Pliny, and Georgius Agricola. 
Don. Your friends brag'd to me of your intel. 

let—but I ſuſpect you're no goldſmith. 

Dreſs. No, but Im a ſilverſmith. 

Don. A ſilverſmith! 

VOL. It, AA Droſs: 


with | 
to diloblige your friends, but undertake this 


Dry/s. None of your ſneers, I'll play the de · 


/ " 
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. Dreſs. Jut ſo. z ; 
1 dee e not you Mr. Irovhho of Merrion. 


fquare A ei oll 4— ws 9H 224k 
1255 No, but. I'm Tow Broß ot Copper- 


EY. SF 

Don. Tom Droſs! _ 

Dre/s.. Juſt ſo. But what an ill uſe. you 20 
made of the caſh you've got in our ee 
ſhould encourage our trade; ribband in your 
ſhoes and knees ! fie, fie, nothing like a eld 
watch chain and filyer buckles. 
Don. How: N you impoſe upon e Mr. 
Franklin 7 „e 28000 16 NY 3 

Drofs. Hold! art uot vou he th at diſcovered 
che gold mine in Croghan mountain g | 

Don. A gold mine | 

Drofs., No! I ſee it yo paſſed SENS on 
me for him to extract the ſecret ; then you re 
a buſy, eves - dropping, curious, inquiſitive, 


ſhabby —(Dornybrooke takes down '@ horſewhip and 
ſhakes it) I ve the honour to be your moſt obedi- 


ent humble ſervant. Cres) 11565 Exit. 
Don. A gol mine ! dibovered in > Cog 


Hills. UDOTH ©i Jr; 
32 Eu Bor, | 


Is wy. -enghter returned yet 5 
Boy. No Sir, but I heard Redmond Fs 
was engaged by ſomebody to run away with L 
Dan. More danger than I at. firſt apprehended 
in that clown Baby 5alking ts! me this wer 
of Helen?! 15 2 
Boy. But Sir, a gentleman from Dublin x wants 


yOu, 
| Don, 
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** Then this i is Mr. Franklin, ſhew him up. 
Lair boy. 
But "Bell do eddie about Hden, don't” half 
like her ta fellow Billy—Nothing but 
rogues and EIS this innocent rural re- 
treat. | — 15 oo. 


Nele ei twin with a large l. 

07 — tuo a Jog 3: 

Sul. Now det the miner come when be will, 
1 kfiow New, ee talk cb him. I've got every 
word out of the hook uto my head very ſcien- 
N ; but de ſhan't know chat I pick my 
knowledge out of books, ſo pleaſe to march up 
there, Ar. Old rag and calves ſkin, FE. 7 


LL 510 96 | FR fires. 
Frank. (without Avene def % b 
Boy. (2917 hot) © es Sir, Mr. Donnybrook is in 


that Foom. 


2 


A0. Buer F ane, in in bis fob drip. 
ak Farewell my aſſimed 'charafter, og: 
now to return't6 myfelf ; my beggars diſguiſe 
has done its duty, yes, report has wronged Fe- 
lix, and Helen's liberality of ſoul correſponds 
- with her lovely perſon; but now for my firſt 
interview with Mr. Donnybrook, tho” — to 
ruſtic amuſements, as his lady deſcribes him, he 
muſt be à man of ſenſe, or my friends would 
not have fixt upon him to de my guardian. 1 
will not now aſk his conſent for his daughter; 
no, PN firſt render myſelf acceptable to my dear 
Helen herſelf —Eh ! the boy faid Mr. Donny 
BOO was in this room. 


AAR Re-enter 
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7 11) dowdoo3 Yo elk Ci 
On Bie's hers} Goubtleßt DIGI to leb that! 
have ſuch a noble eſtate ber.. Sir your moſt 
obedienr. (Set), has! Hor enen «1, 4 
; , Now who is this Gam: Bucklb?- (ade? 

Frank. As his lady fays; ſeems a — Artes 
ruſticated being. (elt) Well, Sit, here I am 
for the firſt time, to view this new acquiſition. 

Sul. Acquiſition? * Why; Sir, 1225 you 
heard that Felix has 'fourid=faith T had like to 
have let it out Arrak hq are you honey? 

Frank. Did'nt the letter come to hand, Sir? 

Sul. Why, ſure de means Felix's letter from | 
his old nurſe. da un THe 

Prank. It gave notice, I fancy, of my arri 
val, 7 m9 N 
Sul. An Salhts be abdtzt us! why chis aſk 
be Mr. Droſs, the hot-headed young tet 
ſmith—then honey are you the miner? 

Frank. The mitior Ieh! oh yes, Sir, I am 4 

yet a minor, very right—how good of you to 

rdertake the mitiagernent of my propertj. 
Sul. What does lie think Felix has given it up. 
to me—property! (ade) oh, but, Sit, don't 
be! in fuch a Hurry, its not your property Jet. 
Fel. No, true, but in a few months, ſhall” 
cake all in my own hands in ſpite of my Lord 
Chancellor. 
Sul. Oh, if he's fo oontriced as to think 61 
ſnatchin# all che mine to himſelf, I'll let him 
underſtand that, thanks to my learning, Eno 
little of the nature of gold roo. (afide} Oh, 
moſt ingenious Sir! by the accidental diſcovery 
of this runagate Felix, you and I may poſſets= * 

88 What? 


; 


x 
* 
1 9 „„ 
THE 
: 
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tine walls drop down like gates of cobweb, that 


can take cke bad fellow a geiteel hero, ant the y 


honeſt lad 4 ſſieaking whipper' ſnapper} it car 
give handfomenefs and take awa ineſs— it 


cock, and flxes à womans tho 
the noſe of 4 fondigl, it can make little girls run 


after ro, and pretty boys galant 
with old Lady 


diſeourſe in this very wiſe manuer. 
Frunk. So very wiſe Sir, — cotifela y 
ſpeak beyond my comprehenſion. | 
Sul. Gh no, Sir, Pm ſure you uuderdadd, 
tranſmutation, diſtillation, ſublination, caleis 
nation, evaporation; volalilization, - exttalation, 
dephlequation, concentration, rectification, ſa- 
turation, cryſtallization, precipitation, confla- 
gration, and botheration. 1 
Frant. What could Sir Richard mean by 


chuſing ſuch a guardian as this for bers 


tainly touched . 
Sul. As to the edict of dioelefan or Pope 
John, that we muſtn't mind either in our pur- 


ſuit in the mountains, or over the mauntains, 


after metallurgy, antimony, mercury, duthility, 
alchemy, and ballinamonyoro, you may per- 
ceive Sir, that I have had a- ſolid fixity over the 
furnace of Homogeneous Huids, as taught us by 
Boyle, and Bacon—— _ - 


No, he ſhall have no concern in my addreſſes to 
his .. N 


| what? ch What 1 vby that that makes Adaman- 


turns 4 man's mind round about like 2 weather 
as ſteady "as - 


ouſers, it makes à man of 
talents be treated Hike 2 blockhead, and à block-. 
head talk like Sir Toby Butler, and Ea. 7 


Frank. Boil'd bacon! a curſt vulgar fellow this! 
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Sul. You think I erg, bare eal omine—that's | 
falſe, my honey. 13149 4 nsqt xv 15 HHR 


FHank. Do you, mean ir, is a8 the counter- 
check quarrelſome, or the retort enurtedus? 
Sul. "Ar ra man; I'd jut 0 in. a retort, and 
difolye,;you ,in. a,.crncible. :1:l.tell you what, 
tho' the old woman nuried 'F elix, the finder, I'II 
hang him for robbing the mail; and fo, yourſelf, 
and your learning, g na Back, ts Dublin on a 
cabbage ſtalk. Ve ggg „on 510 
_ © Frank. Sir, you're mad] Lei me fee ſome ra- | 
| tional being belonging t to you. 15 469 

Sul. Nobody knows any, 1 of the mine but 
me, Felix, and you: I have him lock'd up; and 
now, by the powers of Plutarch, the God of 
Riches, if you divulge it to man, voman, or 
child, or even whiſper it in the ear of your little 
dog, I'll murder you, as my old anceſtor did a big 
Briton. There, ſwear upon the book, (offers a 
book) or you go. Pho! This is Reynard the 
Fox; no matter, ſwear.. (Takes down a ſcytbe.) 

Frank. Hold, Sir! S'deach. 1-ſhall. be mur- 
dered here. [ Exit. 

Sul. I muſt try to get the guineas by my own 
ingenuity ; for what ſignifies my genius, and my 
courage, and my eloquence, and my honour, 
and my fame, and my beauty, without he 
Zuineas. Ce n ede! 


\ AlR—Svuarvan, 7 


# 4 $44 


Beauty — a painted face, 
f And fame upon the Trumpet plays; 
And honor, ſure, is no diſgrace, * 


And genius ſports his bit of bays; Ns 
And eloqvence is full of clack, hy 
„And courage can a raſcal whack ; 

Is 8 But of all the fine things a man can ſee, 
5 A little rough guinea for me. 


— Beauty 


on, ebene, 
© Beau Win the Meet 55 (ola; . A943 1 


5 And envy ſpatters fame wi | 
'2) 1.0 Aridhowvrs now &deſpiſed and hdi 


« 21 And: geniye ports a ra 8 * > loads 


| eloquence makes hi 
Au „M0101 £ 122 885 4 Fe tweaked 18 ** "the 125 
Tas Ho Sete the fine things that 


bent Nr . forme. 
110 W + aas 
- of uty would 2 ſmicket — 91 
. madam fame — bay. (ba 
I Or 4 eat a pigeon Pye, | 288 Ads 
% Or genius have à cherry ride 
Or eloque Ree Of onto oc. debss e del 
coura commiſſion et; 


+ SUITE B82 Thain g, of alt the "5 things that Iles, 
&Y 3 neee was (ls 


; ap guineas Pl g et galore 01 


then I'M rattle Fad Toar of | 
\ Pl break up ſchool, PU iy DAILY 
And my golden rule | | 
Jo Shall be to drive care from the door O! 20148 


— 
4 
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100 das 
bann and clamonr without * egen g 


Enter F zii. (agitated) 


1 


(acclamations without) Ay, my treaſure lies open 
to the world; every one now can come at gold 
was it firſt 1 out to me 7 my good or my 


evil 0 
me geni 8 Am 


ich dirt mae (rn 81181 


. 


Fet. My friends 8 buftiad me again to liſe! 


. 


„ THE * MOUNTAINS. 


. . 


a . = By 
5 re * poor x | 
0 nol | - [Exit 


2 sone, 


T. 


" Sul. The mine diſcovered. to * che country— | 
Oh the blaſphemers | 


Enter country People with 1 ſhovels, and 
vers infiruments. 


1 4 


Sul. Oh you're all in a great hurry cl | 
are you going, old Looney, and your nine ſons ? 

Old Man. Mr. Sullivan, you're a man of learn... 
ing, and I want you to tell me about this gold 
mine. 
Sul. I will, Mr. Looney, 'cauſe why you're a 
fine old fiſherman, and alſo the bell ringer, 

01d Man, (apart) Go you, my nine ſons, and 
whilſt I keep him here in pallaver, fill the tub, 
and the pail, and the foſſit, and the piggin, and 
the bucker, and the noggin, with gold—and 
bring it home, and bury it at the bottom of the 


Arden. 


| Lads. (apart) We will father. [Exeunt. 


1ſt Girl. 7 Mr. Sullivan, is this gold money in 
the mountains? 


Sul. It i is—may hap, 


4 


$2546 VENEER LEY 31 
to MOUNTAINS. | , bi, 
ad Girl. Whayginder Croghan hill? 2 


Sul. It is—molt likely. . 
| iſ Boy. Is che mine underoreyer the ground)? 
1 4 Ver 5 880 . Bot Mr.” Looney, I'll. 
Wo FM you y whole. foul. Before we go to look 
for = gold, ve amalt. .conlider whether it's a 
| E golds or whether it's ® little bir, or a big 
it, or the devi ww. 


Abit. 

u Woman. any Tt tic Back gentleman has 
hid it; and he that hides can find: I warrant you | 

know; where it' is,, Mr. Sullivans -. ; 

Sul. Arrah; then, are you Wilier a devil of 
me, Mrs. Carney # . 

2d Boy, Whilt, we ſtand. talking here — there 
old Look is ſending his ſons. (at running) 

Sul. (Stops them Hold 

2d Old Man. (very feeble 450 dibiltated) Tell 
us, Mr, Sullivan, what fort of a thing is a gui- 
nea? for I never faw one in my life. 

Ful. This hat ſhall be the cap of dignity the 
people's very bodies and ſouls ſhall bow to me; be- 
cauſe I ſhall be a i golden calf. Stand all of you on 
this ſide of me, or elſe you can't hear what I'm 
going to ſay to you, as Pn deaf in this ear. Now 
friends and neighbours—Arrah,, what do you 
ſtride your. foot acruls my leg, Darby Mullowny ? 
Now, one word ['ye to ay to you all—liſten to 

me—ſtart fair! 


ha Excunt running. 


VOL, II. ' BB SCENE 


16 THE WICKLOW MOUNTAINS 


4 


SCENE V; and loft. 


obe; — a diſtance, the ins 1 of an 
oh bes AER | 


Enter Rosa. ; \ 


Roſa. How long they ſta —ſbe .can't ned 
Felix hear her—if the ſhou'd loſe her way in theſe | 
theſe dark windings, the pedlar ſaid it was dan- 
gerous to attempt it—Sweet lady, to run ſuch. 
_ to ſerve EY poor Felix. | 


AR. ROS. | 


II ſet my Felix fee: | 
Cou'd gentle hearts but ſee; 
j | Thou woud'ſt relent, f 
. | As I repent, - | NN. 
The wrongs Pve done to thee, * 
Good Angels ſend a charm, 
To keep my love from harm; 
Thy heart may hold, 
That hearts are cold; 
Yet mine to thee is warm. 


Oh come youu love, his footſteps ſure 1 hear, 
R 3 beſpeak my Felix near; 
y ſoul's fond wiſh, my ſenſes why . 
In laindre ſounds, that ſteeting die away. 


Enter Donnybrook, (with a fowling piece) 


"im Ohyou huſly, tell me where's my daughter? 


ſhe was ſeen with you—T'll not let you go, tho' 
you ſqueak like fifty kids. 


ow Nay, Sir, dont be angry—Miſs 1 is—15— 


Ents 


THE wickLow MOUNTAINS, | 187 | 


Enter kues 0 (at. an De cover 14 with Jones: 
and hrambles.) ) 


Helen. ( Speaks at the entrance.) Come out, 
my fine little boy. 

Don. My daughter i in a hole with a fine nile 
boy! a 

"Roſa. No, ſtay in, you'll be taken... wo 

Helen. My father! now, Sir, don't Sire the 
poor fellow up again. e 

Roſa, Oh, Sir! Save my Felix!,. I 


Enter BiLLy (/rom the 3 I 


Bil. Here I am, my ſweet little ericket—Oh 
lord! (ſeeing Donnybrook) * 

Helen. What is 1 you, you vretch? 

Bil. Ah you traitreſs! I thought it was old 
Nick's voice that ſounded ſo ſweet, So then. 
Miſs Belzeebub, you coak'd me from lock and 
key, only to throw. me into the hands of your 
father. Oh, great fquire! Spare my life, and 
indeed I'll never think again of marrying your 
noble daughter. I never robb'd, a, mail bag; the 
only letters I ever ſtole, were four and twenty on 
2 ſquare of gingerbread, and for that, Father 
Foley made me do penance, by not eating a rbaſt- 
ed poratoe for ſeven long days. 

Don. No, no- I'll ſend you back to old Nick, 
from whence you came. (Preſents at Billy, who 
falls on his knees.) 

Bil. Oh mercy! 


Enter FRANKLIN, 7100 


Frank, Hold] don't ler us have murder too. 
33 2 Don. 
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"or. He has ſtole my game, my coat, and my 


off x Li 14 


Frank. (calling ) Bring the 5 this 2 | 


, : 
» 5 'F — 139 5 


Enter run (irmed) nous and people 


| Camper: 150 eee to Wicklow—but my 
lad, you're very young. you mult have had ſome 
experienc'd accomplice - ¶ turns to Redmond) You 
mention'd a perſon—a kind of pedlar, that was 
ſeen lorering—come, confeſs (tio Felix) was not 
that beggarman your confederate? Give him up 

and by my honor; I not only promiſe you a par- 
don, but a high reward, for your diſcovery of this 

Id mine on my ines | N 

Felix. Sir, if 1 die for it—my word to the 14 
the crime was all my own. 

Red. l ſay all the miſchief was done by that 
rogue the pedla. 6 
Bil Aye, ſquire, twas he that fot me on to 

aff ont Miſs Helen: he told me himſelf, that he 
ſtole two ponies, four « cows, a lamb, and a mile 
ſtone. 
Noſa. He's a very good creature. 
Helen. A brave old fellow, © a6 
All. 1 wiſh we cou'd catch the e rogue. e 
Frank. Silence! ( fings) $2, 
5A farden, a ee my fortune much decay'd i is 


Of all the hands . to me, © AY 
Oh bleſſing on the ladies.” 0 


W Addreſſmg all around, they expreſs farpriſe Y 


Then Fel x, you poſitively will not hang me? 
You: hand—do you = 6 old companion, 


* 
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Maſter Franklin, who was nurs'd with you in yon 
very cabin ? I myſelf brought you that letter from 
Dublin, and bribed 5. to tell the ſham ſtory. 
of the mail ro bery. y diſguiſe and ſtratagem 
have proved, that your generoſity and gratitud 
are ſuperior to even the concern for your life; an 
Madam, (to Helen) your humane efforts to fave 2 
life ſo valuable, have ated more-powerfully on my 
heart, than all) had, before felt * the force of : 
your charms.” LI) 0B bn 

Don. Ha, ha, ha! Helen, then 1 * is Mr. 
Franklin, your mother's choice, and you, Sir, are 
my ward; I ſee now the ſimilarity of ſound cauſed 
our miſt akes of the minor and miner. 

Fel. I recollect you, Sir; you are, indeed. the 

good naturꝭd young gentleman, that when we were 
children, honor'd me with your friendſhip, Little 
merit in now acknowledging I did purpoſe re- 
vealing the ſectet” of the mine. at a certain perjpd, 
but was reſtrained by the known avarice of the la 
poſſeſſor ot this eſtate, who, on hearing 1 it, 2 
have inſtantly taken the treaſure into his own 
hands, and conſequently | 

Don. Stopt the current of your generoſity. 

Roſa. My dear Felix, if you conſider every 
unlucky circumſtance, [ think you'll forgive me. 
Fel. My innocent Roſa, had I been the un: 

principl d wretch you ſuppoſed me, your conduct 
but diſplayed the purity of your heart. | 
(Droſ runs from a winding. of the. mountain, with, 
a lump of gold in his hand, bis dreſs cover d with, 
_ earth and clay.) | % 

Droſs. Oh joy! the pure glorious child of the 

ſun—here it is—look gentlemen—there ! there! 


Frank, Is it  indecd gold ? 
Dl. 


„% rt wrottow dior Ats 


Droſß. As certain as T have hid ſeven bars that 
will make a Lord Mayor's chain for Tom Droſs. 
of Copper Alley. (afide) Then this is Felix, 
(necks) firſt favorite of heaven! the 8 diſco- 

verer of our bo) Porofi ! Fs 


Enter SULLIvAan, with a Jack, 2 5 rale. 


Sul. Stop! I command you co. ſtop, in the 
Same of Mr. Sullivan, Poſtmaſter of Ar Arklow, and. 
that's myſelf. I ſeize upon all your ill-got pebble. 
ſtones and duſt ; the landlord himſelf dchired me 
to keep the mine ſafe for him. | 

Frank. Did 1 faith? however, Sir, as I'm. on! # 
the ſpot, I'll ſave you the trouble. 

dal What, Billy! Oh then King Plutarch has 
Fi you up with this cargo of golden curſes. : | 

Bil. Sir, do you forgive me for trying to run 
away with Miſs, and the wicked defender, Red - 
mond O' Hanlon. To 

Don. It is a duty we owe our country, and the 
happineſs of ſociety, to puniſh theſe lawleſs Oy 
Predators. 

Frank. And yet, Mr. Donnybrook, in this 
land of abundance, why ſhou'd our peaſantry lan- 
guiſh in ſuch lamentable wretchedneſs—were we 
to turn our attention a little more to this, inſtead 
of the unhappy neceſſity of puniſhing crimes, we' 
might prevent their commiſſion, by awakening 
them from the idleneſs of deſpondency, with our 
| countenance and protection, and rewarding their 
labours by the genial and cheriſhing encourage- 
ment of kindnefs and humanity. 
Sul. But Sir you won't ſhut us out of the 
mine till we get enough to build Arklow into a 
young Dublin? and our China ware and our 
wooden 
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wooden ware ſhall be all gold, and we'll have 
ſuch plenty that we'll give a guinea for a half- 


penny y roll. 

Don. A good Iriſh plenty as graſs is given to 
feed the native flocks that bound over the ſur- 
face of the earth, ſo hath Providence ſent the 
ore as a gift to the poor inhabitants of this coun- 
try, therefore they ſhall have the uſe of it till 
all are at leaſt better'd in their circumſtances: 


but as profuſion might deſtroy a greater trea- 
ſure, induſtry, then I'll encloſe the mine, and 


each man muſt” leave gold-hunting, and return 
to a much nobler reſcource — honeſt Labour. 


FINALE. 


= | FRANKLIN. 


Hence Care and Strife! nor 4 our joy, 
Come Friendſhip, Mirth, and Love; 
And every ſordid baſe alloy 
Let's from our boſoms ſhove. 


| 1 Rook. 
For was our Gold but Iriſh Braſs, | 
Good humour's ſtamp can make it paſs. 
With a fal lal la. 
- FI Felix. 
To London town our Iriſh wags 


A Fortune-hunting run, 
But if with heaps of ſhining bags. 
Their paltry fouls are won 


HELEN and Ros. 


If Love could e' er unite with gain, 
Come lads here find our Golden vein. 
With a fal lal la. 
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"But till of late you're ſich a rook, 


| 
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bite : 2 . 


Pes Malnd the lettefk f iht be 
; By poſt you've letters fent, (75 Sulboas) - 


You knew 1 not what they meant. 


Soria. 


All Letten Whaknds are tb "oY | 
But LETS © ©, DPD 5 
. With a fal lal la 


* 


THE END. 
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. Jouss rens. 
Lackland, . e een $2 IF III Rt 5 LEwIs. 
Lapoche, ; esse eee Mr. Q ter. 
Robin, . 1 Roc x. 


Lady Bull, .. ˖ 9 ꝶ＋õſ „ „„%%%j%6„ 6 Mrs. WZB. ” 
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- OUR WAY IN FRANCE: 


Aen. 
SCENE 1. 


A Street. ae of the Fleur de Lys on one fide, the 
Britiſh Lion on the other hell ring. 


Enter Mgs, CastY and iſt Waiter. 
. Ms. Caser. 


Come Bob, what are you about boy? the 
company tumble in upon us like ſmoke—quick 
are all the cooks at work? 

it Wait. Yes, Ma'am. (bell rings) coming 


to talk to a gentleman |! 


Mrs. C. Hey day! 
\ . cc 2 | Enter 


coming  . [te 
Lack. (without) You ſcoundrel I'll teach you 


2d Wait. (without) Oh very well, very well, Sir. 
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196 werner, 
Enter ad Waiter. CT ELIE 1 


What's the matter now? : 
ad Fait. Only Mr. Lackland, Maa am. Fou 


know you adires me to keep the Globe for the | 


large company, there he takes poſſeſſion of it, 
and tho' I told him it was beſpoke, he wou'd 
dine no where elſe; orders a_ bottle of Cham. 
paigne, and becauſe 1 didn't fly with it, kick d 
_ down ſtairs, tho I bawPFd out coming up, 

Ir. 1 
Met. C. champ and not 6 louis in bis 
pocket ! d'ye hear, tell Mr. Lackland, it's my 
deſire he quits the honſe. 

Wait. Your defire! Ecod Madam, he aid 
he'd make you bounce. 

Mrs. C. Make me bounce! A ſhabby, ſpung- 
ing — without a ſecond coat the fellow's as proud 
as a Galway Merchant.-Make me bounce in my 
own houſe ! pretty well that, upon my honor'! MP 

Lack. (without) Here waiters ! | 
' Mrs. C. Run, don't you bear? 

Lack. (without) Where is that infernal—— 

Wait. Infernal! that's you Ma'am he's calling. 

Lack, (without) Come here you raſcal ! 

Mrs. C. Huſh! here he is, {| Exit Waiter. 
Becauſe I'm a lone woman, he thinks to impoſe 
upon me 


Euter LackLlAN D. 


Lack. Landlady, your attendance is ſhameful! 
Mrs. C. Why the truth is, Sir, my waiters 
have enough to do, it they . * Oo 
olks 


— 


for, (takes out ſnuff-box) - 


Lack. (takes a pinch) And even your ſnuff is | 


execrable, Del 
Mrs. C. Look'ee Mr, Lackland, that you're a 
gentleman; every body knows, and you've an eſ- 


tate only its all gone, and you are allowed to be 


2 ſix- bottle man, and a choice companion: Ah, 


the beginning of a good ſong at the latter end 
of a bottle, Is 4 baßpital thing for a houſe—now | 


here during the race-time I'Il give you your 


board at the table D'Hote, and money in your 


pocket to pay the reckoning, if you'll only be a 


good Jolly fellow and encourage the company to 


drink, by a droll ſong, or a comical ſtory. 


Lack. What, live by entertaining a company! 


s. C. Yes, that's what I call earning your 
bread like a gentleman. 


Lack, Make me your decoy-duck | Mrs. Ca- 


ſey, you're a widow, you'll oblige me if you'll 
marry ſomebody immediately. 5 

Mrs. C. And why ſo, pray? es 

Lack. Madam, that I may have the ſuperlative 
honor of kicking your huſband. (bows gravely) 

Mrs, C. Well, upon my word you're a very 
mannerly fellow ! but I wiſh I had a huſband for 
your ſake, oh I wiſh I had a huſband. 1 


Enter WalTER. 


Wait. Ma'am, there's a Paris chaiſe ſtopt, and 


the maſter of the Lilly of France has got hold of 


them already. 


Mrs. C. Then he ſhall ſoon quit his hold, that © 
he ſhall, as ſure as my name is Mrs. Caſey.— Bill, 


do you go and try to bring them this way, =_ 


folks who have money to pay for what they call 


bay #1 Fa. Y N v 
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PI go ſee the rooms prepared myſelf. Ah my 
dearce, ]-wiſh I had a huſband. 

' [Exennt Mrs. Caſey and waiter, 


Lack. (looking ? An Engliſh Othicer. | 
681] © [retires, 


Enter His and Poorzor. ES 0 | 


Hen. There. (gives vs money) Never catisfied l 
Paſt. Monſieur, c'eſt toiite poſte royale de 
Paris juſqua Fontainebleau, 


Hen. Oh, double poſtage for the horſes ? 28 { 


aye, if we approach a manſion of the grand Mo- 
narque, we muft pay for it—ſeven poſts, (gives 
money) Exit Poſtboy. 
yk, (advanting) By heaven my old college 
chum | 
Hen. Pray friend can you direct me to the beſt 
—is't poſſible, but I heard ſomething of this 
can you be—Charles Lackland ? 2 
Lack. How d'ye do Harry ? 
Hen. My poor fellow! but how has all this 
come about? 179 5855 
Lack. Eh! 
Hen. I feel for you ſincerely. 
Lack. What dye mean? oh my cb—plba | | 
never mind a man's outſide, I' OS a heart within 
| equally warm to an old friend in ſnow or ſun- 
ſhine. 
Hen. That I've paſs'd ſo many happy, ha 
days with. All gone? Play I fu 7 happy NOOR 
Lack. Aye my dear fellow play and. pleaſure, 
but what the devil muſty melancholy! come to 
ſport here at the races ? Eh, Huſh T 1 
Hen, 
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©, Hens Way High Lackland as to caſh, my af. | 
fairs are little better than your own, . 
Lack. Abe Egad . s rather * for 
us both. 
Hen. But my mind my dear Charles! I am 
this moment the moſt unhappy—in a word you 
ſee me here an exile, fled from the hands of juf- 
tice ! you remember my ſiſter Roſa ? - 
Lack. What little romping Roſa that us'd to 
ſeal our ſiſh, and throw our cards in the fire? 
Eh, did I dream, or wasn't there a match talk'd 
of between her and Lord Winlove? | 
Hen. All over Guided only by the weak. 
neſs of her ſex and the art of ours, ſhe was pre- 
vail'd on by Lord Winlove to take the road for 
the Continent, I overtook them at Rocheſter, de- 
manded reparation of my fiſter's character, by 
an inſtant marriage: I was violent, my Lord's 
pride hurt at a charge, which perhaps he did not 
deſerve—a piſtol was the umpire— he loſt his life, 
and in apprehenſion that a verdict might endan- 
ger mine, I was compell'd to aſſume the diſguiſe 
of a woman to effect my eſcape. 
Lack. Bravo! Shot a Lord! I wing'd a Mar- 
quis yeſterday.— Poor Roſa ! where is ſhe now? 
Hen. I have lodg'd her 1 in the Convent of Vik 
leneuve. 5 

Lack. And have taken the races of Fontaine- 
bleau in your way back to Paris ? 

Hen. I'll tell you frankly, tho you'll ſay rather 
inconſiſtent with my preſent ſituation; I'm 
drawn hither, purely for the hopes of meeting 
an amiable-young Engliſh lady whom I l | 
in converſation at the Sunday Opera in Paris. 
Lack, Her name? good family—ch ? A+ 
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Hen. I'm. a total to 'both—talks of 
her brother s having hats to run, a of theie | 
intention of . at the race. 

Lap 1) Jy ny manquerai. | oy 
Lack. (ade) curſed taylor! Now ban! 
be . and plagu 'd—- | 


e N | 


"Filer Laroenz. 


. 1 Monſieur Ladkland, Ivill no longer nt 
Lac. Huſh. (opart) I'll make your fortune, 
a cuſtomer rolling in m earl penny" if you're 
unprovided with neat lodgings and a gon taylor, 
here's your man, and there's his hou (painting) 
Tapo. Oh de new cuſtomer GER de OY 
vord for me. (apart) 
Lack. He has good tarts; 
Lapo. Oh very good! Speak more. | 
Lack. I will—This illlooking little raſcal, 
(apart to Henry) 5 
Much oblige to you. (bows) 
Lack. (apart) If you are flack in caſh, you you'll 
Sod his lodgings convenient. | 
Lapo. Very convenient becauſe— 
Lack. (apart) Becauſe when he afks for his 
money you may kick him down ſtairs. Tay 
Lao. Much oblige to you, Sir. (bows) 
Lack. (apart) My way of doing things 
Wasn't I a good cuſtomer Lapoche ? 
Lapo. Oui, it does a tradeſman's heart good to 
ſee you—outfide of his door. (afide) | 
| Lack, I paid you eight livres a week was'nt it? 
Lapo. Oui Monſieur you did promiſe me 


dat. (a * | 
4 Zach. * 


| 
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Lack. Ladies! (looking out) Muft attend Ae 5 
beauty _ ( pulls down bis ruffles). My dear 
Henry at your time, I —_— from a" beef. 
ſeak to a bottle of Burgu —Can't ſay now 
You know was always a 'P ilander among the 
Ladies?” A Exit. 

Lapo. Alweyegriatuninder amongſt the ladies! 

Hen. Poor Lackland! © 

Lapo. Lately from Londres, Sir? 1; was vonce - 
great man in res, but now I am anoder 
man. 

Hen. Another man'! What then my way 
friend, I ſuppoſe you: have a character for every 
country? 

Lapo, Oui, 1 have appear in many characters, 
but Londres vas my grand Theatre, —Ah Eng- 
land is de great bell of battle for ps ſoldiers of 
— and ven I could no ies fight my 
. 

Hen Why then you—— _ 

Lapo. Oni, I = avay. Ah eur! in 
England I vas high, and I vas low, I vas dis, and 
I — dat—I yas cook, parfumeur, Maitre de 
langue, juggle, and to0s-drawer ; z in ſhort I vas 
every ting. 


Hen. And pray my good friend what are you 


how? © 


Lapo. I am now myſelfin my true charatter-— 
A tailevr & votre ſervice. | 
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In Londres I vas taylor nice, 
And vork for Lor ſo gay 
He never beat me down in price, | | 
But den he never pay; 
vor. 11. d From 
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From Lor I cou'd no money get, * 
M drap vou'd no ſtay. F 
YN Wy e my Lor Iran in deve, Ran 
II f 75 ee 12 q 59 74 15 


Vid trick on card I pleaſe my Lor, 
8 Hie vonder how T do't ; 

NL 5 And ladies all my ſkill adore, 
VVoien cock in glaſs I ſhoot; 

De Britiſh guinea I command, 
25 My pocket to recruit; 
anus 1 ſhirt it off by flight of hand. 
nhifſt off by ght of foot. 


bo . To touch de little ready pelf, 
n I ſel de cordial dro o * | 
But none vou'd drink except myſelf, 
So 1 ſhut up my ſhop ; 
Of chimney ſweep the tooth ſo We 
In noble mouth I drop; 
My Lor he grin and den he bite, 
Bon jour, and off he _ 


| Now here in France I ave no dread, 
For Lor to move my ſhear ; 
'For-here in France dey cannot plead, 
De priviledge of peer; 
| Monfieur if you employ a me, 
A pretty coat voud vear, 
Your little taileur here Þ II be, 
Tres humble ferviteur. 


Hen. A taylor! what, and come here to the 
races to ſport your Louis d'ors _ he jockies 
af France? 

Lapo. No Monſieur, but I am come here to 
ſport de pretty jacket upon de jockies of France. 
Ah! I vil ſhew fo ſine de green jockey, de blue 
jockey, and de red jockey dey may talk of vip 
and ſpur, but de beauty of de race come from my 
ſhear and timble. 

. Pray, which is your beſt hotel here. 
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Lao. Hotel! Ali Monſieur, -why y ou no 
in my houſe? Convenient for de Logie — o 
homme,—l vil not tel him of de lady my lodger, 
Lecaute love her myſelf. (aſde) 

Hen. Well, I don't know but privite lodgings 
at this time may be preferablo.4o the aoile and 
buſtle of an hotel. | 

Lato Eh bien Monſieur, vill you look at my. 
logement? 2 

Hen. With all my heart. 

Lapo. je vous . er (calls) Nannette—and if 
you like dem you may lend your baggage and 
little things after Þ ow &—Nannete. 1 epare for 
de new lodger! [ Exit, 

Hen. To live bere un ende awa binary friends 
_ and\country ! | wiſh, like my happy edt 
could find 2 comfotter'i in oblivion. © 


AR Hnr. 


ay mor my" life, ahl how tranquil, how bright, 

o care found a place in my breaſt ; | 

My noon now is — — and — muſt be night, 
A night without toy 


The flood how reſplendant with clear azure ſkies, 
Tho? tempting, too late to his coſt 
Beneath for his heaven who, wantonly y tries, 
In ſtreams of falle pleaſure is * 22 
F \ it * 


Enter Warren * the Fleur 4 7 ys, and Mrs. 
_ Caxey, een the Britiſb 7 10 


Wait. This way, Sir John, this way your bo- 
nor Madam it's Sir John Bull, and * Bull, 
and Miſs Bull, and all the family. 

Sir J. (without) I wiſh my Lady Bull you'd 


have let Robin roll'd us up to the door. 
DD 2 Mrs. C. 
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Mes. C. Hal upon my -ouer It is Sir John 
Boll rg a this is N _ 7 an Engliſh 
family. ene oy az ein f 


* 2 4 7 (4 $50 


. 105 * and Lavy Hoe, French Inn. 
ee pers, and Potters, with ee Sc. 


py Mrs: C. Sir John, you are welcome from | 
__ 
Sir J. Welcome from Paris! Where the devil | 
are you taking us? ſuch we walk over your 
damned pavement! + 

Lady B. Oh fie, Sir John do you confder 
9 —4 you are? when Engliſh gentlemen. come 
to France, they ſhould leave. _ damme's at 


Dover. | 
Sir FT wiſh 1 had left. you or . there ! 


What are theſe fellows doing with the things. 
Lady B. Don't you ſee the gentlemen are por- 
ters, Sir John. 
Sir J. Porters ! pickpockets— paid by the 
ounee: one Thames-ſtreet porter wou'd take the 
whole ſeven, 1 _ * on his _—_—_ here's 


a proof. 
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Enter Roni with a arg unt. 


My 0 Robin? ea 

Robin. Yes, your honor, four of as Moun- 
ſieurs Wying to. to carry it, dropped it in the 0 
yonder. (0 it dowh) © 

Lady B. Robin you mat. n een find 
cu Epaulette 8 lodge. and let him know we 


are arrived. 


15 18 J. Yes, when you 've taken care of the 
14 TORE trunks; 
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trunks; and d'ye hear Robin, ,yoy'll find ſquire 

Tallyho there; tell him that I'm con 641i 

Dolly's longing to ſee him—But Where is 
Lady B. Aye, where's Miſs Dolly Bull. 


EWA Teng bar” 1. 


Enter — Dory Bult. 


Ti1- 


. 
v7.6 "© 


Miſs D. Yrs 1 As Mamank.. 2 Pray 
Which is the inn. (zo Mt. Caſey) 


Lady B. Inn! Hotel Miſs i you pleaſe. 
Miſs D. Miſs! \Madamailclle, if you pleaſe 
oy am. 


. Aba! wen ſaid Dolly, there was French | 
re 


nch. os 
wt B. Dear Sir, which is the hotel—(# 


French inkeepers) 


Sir F. How curſed polite to a waiter too! only 
becauſe he's French. 

French Inn. Dis vay Mademoiſclle—1 * de 
Lilly of France. 

Sir F. Let's in, I'm plaguy bungry. 

French Inn. Ah Monſieur de nice Vermicelle— | 
de bon ragout and de frais ſalade. F 

Sir J. Ragouts | pſha 

Mrs. C. D'ye hear, carry that big 
piece of roaſt beef up to. the. Lion. ” 

Sir F. Ay and carry meup to the Lion ; I like 
to 285 in good company WO are you, my 
dam 

Mrs. C. I'm Mrs. Caſey, Sir, at you ſeryice— 
and 1 keep this houſe, the. Lion of England, 

Sir F. And are you Engliſh-?\. 

Mrs. C. Yes, that I am—born.in Du 
honeſt Iriſhwoman, upon my honor. 
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eur, Si vous netes pas bien emprefle 
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The Britiſh Lion is my | 
8 A roaring trade I ahve a 
Right Engliſh ufage, neat French wine, 5 
| A landlady muſt thrive on. SOR, 
At table d'hote to eat and drink, 
Let French and Engliſh mingle, 
And while to me they bring the chink, 


— 


75 Vour rhino rattle, 
[art ot Come men and cattle, | — |, + 
"We: Come all to Mrs. Caleys, ö 
- Of trouble and money, N | 
| 9 — jewel my honey, - i 
I Warrant PII make you eaſy. 20 


When dreſs'd, hd ſeated in my. bar,, 
CY . Let quire, Or beau, OT belle, come, 5. * 
| 1 Captains kiſs me if they dare, 
+. Jr's © Sir, your kindly welcome.” TAGS 
On ſhuffle, cog, and ſlip, I wink, "x 
15 Let rooks and 3 ange, 376599 
Se For if to me they 2h e $377" 6 * 
A Faith let "= * es jingle. 1 „ , - 
Your rhino rattle, c. 


s 


+ * 


„ 65 fly here on filken wings, / | ALAS 
| His tricks I can connive at, : 3s 
The lover who wou'd fay ſoft things, beet 
Snall have a room in private. 
On pleaſures | am pleafed to winks” 
So lips and kiſſes mingle, 5 
For while to me they bring the chink, 1 A 
Faith let the glaſſes jingle. 8 
0 VFVour rhino rattle, &c. 


bean, Mrs. Caſey, Lady Bull, _y Dalh, oy 
„ rd - 


” » 


Enter LAcKLAND. 


Lach. Sir John Bull 1 think. they cal him 
from the City end of London. (aſide.) Mon- 


Sir 


OR, un War N FRANCE. 267 


2 85 Don't you preſfè me, I am Engliſn. 

You are? Your pardon—1 ſee it in 
your honeſt face. ny oo 

Sir J. Well, what have vou Ao" fy to my: 

| honeſt face? | 

| Lack. Say | me be have nothing to but 5 
only —how d'ye do? 

Sir F. Why pretty well; how are von _ 
impudent raſcal this. (afide.) 

Lack. And how have you left all friends iIn— 
in—Throgmorton Street.? ER 

Sir F. Eh! 323 Bk, 

Lack: That is—1 mean you re come to Fon- 
tainebleau, and juſt arrived, my heart warmed- 
at the fight of my countryman, for 1 am Eng- 
liſh too, a little unfortunate—but—— 6: | 

97 J You're poor? Ex 

Lack. Why, Sir, 1 have had money. 

Sir J. And what did you do withit ? 

Lack. Sir, I laid it out in experience. 

Sir FJ. Oh, then I rale PR re a Very cun- 
ning fellow now. 

Lack. I know the world, "I I haye had 
rent-rolls, lands, tenements, heriditaments, 
manſions, drables; paſtures, ſtreams, - ſtewards, 
beaſts, - tenants, quarter _ and ſuch other 
mcumbrances. » 

Sir J. What, _ you've got rid of them all ? 

Lack. Oh! y | 

Sir J. A re fellow! but — you 
have got your teeth drawn at the ſame time, I 
ſuppoſe now you've little uſe for? em. 

Lack, Ha, ha, ha! very well indeed ral 
you vile dog | (aide) as you're Engliſh I feel an 

— a ſhar ping place this—you | 
= e by my advice; avoid ſtrangers, par- 
ticularly 
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_ ticularly our own countrymen, all upon the 


ſharp — they'll introduce themſelves, intrude 


their converſation, amuſe you with ſome flam' 


of their fümilies, and ſpending fortunes aa 


loſſes, and the ſtory generally ends in borrowing: 


money from you, that is, if you are fool enoug 
to lend it—now my dear, Sir, tis my pleaſure 


to warn a gentlemen like you, of the tricks = 


deceptions of theſe ſort of fellow. i 
Sir J. Pm very much obliged to y ive 
me your hand—will ou eat a bit of mutton a with, 
us? op 
Lack. Sir, I ſhould be proud of the . 
but, ſomething aukward—this diſhabille - and 
as I underſtand you have ladies, you know they 
expect a man—the fellow here, detains a hk | 
ſome ſuit of mine only for—Sir, if you could 
oblige me with a guinea, I ſhould repay, \ ot 
with many thanks. 

Sir 7. What ! when the arables come back? 
—a guinea |—well, -] dant mind as far as—- - 
— diſtreſs in a ſtrange country 1 wann $. 9 
name? 

Lack. Lackland, at your "2" EY | 

Sir J. A guinea, you ſay there Mr Lark 


land. . ( gives money 
Lack. Sir, I am eternally obliged to vou 


I fancy I may paſs in theſe cloaths, eh? 


Sir J. Yes, yes, you may r a a> 
lifter. (a/ide.)- 

Lack. Waiter | (calls) If you'll give me leave 
I'll treat you with a flaſk of moſt excellent: 


Champaigne. ( Foes to tavern) | 
Sir F. Treat me! my own money too! cham= 


paigne ! and I doubt if the fellow has got a ſhirt 
to his ruffles. | 
Lack, 


- afterwards. Ha, h 


on. PUR- WAY 3 FRANCE. 7 ang 


Lack. (advances.) Upon my foul, you re 
very fine old gentlemau mind my advice; I 
warn you againſt our countrymen, they'll only 


2 hrs woey. and lauch at vou aftewards 
— ha, Da, 

Sir J. Ha, ha, iN they:lt laugh at me 
a 

Lack. Nom you know their tricks, ming you 
keep 22 hand on ygur caſh... * 

Sir J. Les, yes, the moment 7 talk of 
n Street, vo απ be ſure I will, 
-a, ha, 
Lack, Ha, ha, ha! Very well. 8 Bleſs 
-your jally's face, how a:laugh becomes it, by 
Sir F. My jolly:face-! (ood! Ha, ha, ha! 
Tack. I'm thinking how ſurpriſed you'll b be 
when I pay you this guinea to-morrow; 

Sir J. I ſhall be ſurpriſed indeed, © - 0 

Lack. Aye, I have bought my ex ience 
wholeſale: wy * 1 i 

Sir F. Tes, and you now retail it out #2 . 
guinea a doſe. 

Lack. My dear Sir, 1 ſhall always acknow- 
ledge myſelf,your-debcor, r. 

Sir J. I daredayeyou will, 


" Enter * Arr. 


Lack. Shew 2 room. ſconndrel, Aud chunge 
for a guinea. hx Een augoinge 
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Enter Rosa, reading. 


Roſa. « Can'ft thou forget what tears thay 
| 0 moment fell, . 
* When warm in youth I bid the world | 


« farewell, 
* As with cold lips I kiſſed the ſacred 


weil, 
« The ſhrines all trembled, and the 


« lamps grew pale.” 


| Poor Eloiſa in the Cloiſter ſpoke my ſentiments! 


l begin to repent my elopement ; by this time 


the Abbeſs has heard of my departure from the 


Convent, heigh-ho! I wonder if Lord Winloye 
has received my letter, I wiſh he was come. 


AIR—Rosa, 


Oh, lingering time; why vithus lay, 
| When abſent love we mourn, 
And why ſo nimbly glide away, 

At our true love's return. 


Ad, gentle time! the youth attend, 
Whoſe abſence here I mourn, y 
The cheerful hours in pity ſend, 
That bring my love's return. 


I feel my heart with rapture beat, 

| No longer ſhall I mourn, 

My lover ſoon with ſmiles I'll meet, 
And hail his w=_ return. 


| OR, ou WAY N FRANCE. 


"Enter boys. | 


Roſa. My Lord Wialove himſelf! Why 
didn't I wi . 0 


b NO: | 


| - Enter bots wer. 


Lord N. , My charming Roſa | 

| Roſa. Oh, my Lord 

Lord W. My. dear, creature, * could you 
think of Fontainebleau of all places, and at fuch 
a time too ſo full of Engliſh, and fifty people 
that may Know both you and me; ſafer as I 
adviſed A waiting for me at Villeneuve, and 
by a croſs route get to Paris. 

Roſa. Nay, dont be angry with me; 11 1 had 
remained i in the village, the Abbeſs might have 
diſcover'd my retreat; for tho” only in my novici- 
ate, I dare fay ſhe's highly incenſed at my eſcape. 

Lord I. Your letter ſaid you got out of the 
convent in boy's cloaths Ha, ha, ha | 

Roſa. Yes, and I was even obliged to change 
before 1 got to Fontainebleau—Oh, my Lord, 

this is a wicked ſtep! _ 

Lord N. The impiety is mine, my love, red 
heaven of an angel Well, we may get 
hence to-night: my death, from that of err 
with your brother, is every where believed. 

Nasa. My dear Lord! Now only yours—1 know 
no guide but your opinion. 
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and remove you, my love, out of this gr 


1 e a pair q folding doors.) 


= * * * * 9 5 — 1 = 


Ar —— 


Lord W.' My ſweet Roſa! tho“ I wasn't to hs 


threatened into a Marriage by ydur brother, yet 
on my return to England, Pal with pride ac- 


a enge any lovely Roſa to be "uy ae 
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ehe fleet, their beauties all ſurrender 
When the Sun withdraws his ra 
Now they ſhine in borrow'd ſp 
Painted by the beam of . 


With each goof, fair Eden .- mon 
Ev'ry ſweet that ſenſe cou'd. 


Paſſion fighs, tho? all is Franted, 
No enjoyment without e. | 


right and gay my hours kgs * $7 > 88 
heart, with rapture glowing, - ' 


_ iti. 40 d I6ve to me. 


berg mai 72 ſmiles b 


6 Enter Nas NETTE. | 


| Not. oh Madam, Madam ! here my maler 
has brought in a new lodger with Püm the 


moſt charming, ra toad N 


countryman too ! 
Lord W. Young officer! _ 
Nan. I aſk pardon, Sir, I didn't fee you. 


Ling retire aps | 


Lord V. Then I ſee the neceſſity of. our im- 


wediate departure III inſtantly order a chaiſe, 
oup of 


Pen grooms, peers, and piekpockets. [ Exil. 
Nan. Ah, Madam, of all the men in the glo 
give me an Engliſpman after all. This Precey 


H. enrye 


be, 
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Henry diſcovered after) on A ſopba. 


Dear Madam, look he's aſleep: yes, he com- 
lained to my maſter that he had been up all 
night. (makes figns to Rea.) 
. Rojas Fye, fye, Nannette When that gentle- 
man returns, you'll tet me know. * Exit. 
Nan. Lud, how nice we are! Then I'll win 
the gloves. myſelf. (going towards him, Henry /tirs) © 
Oh gear |. have: ent 5. 
Hen. (Riſing, and advancing) This travelling by 

night I thought to have ſlept in the chaiſe, but 
not a winx ꝛꝛ— | a 
Nan. Did you call, Sir? 


Hen. Who are you ? my little countrywoman ? 
Nan. Nanay,. Sir, at your ſervice—Maſter, 
tho' will call me Nannette, in the French faſhion: 
Hen, Oh, you're the little 8 fille de 
chambre to Monſieur Lapoche, the French taylor. 
Nan. At your ſervice, Sir. 3 


AIR. -NAN NETTE. 


Indeed Pll de the beſt I can, 

To pleaſe ſo fine a gentleman ; 
You lodge with us, and you ſhall ſee, 
How careful poor Nannette will bez 

So rice, fo neat, ſo clean your roo 

With bow-pots for the ſweet perfume, 
An't pleaſe you, Sir, 

When you get up; | 
Your coſtee brown, + 
a In china cup ; | | 
Dinner, and bon ſouper, "9 

Sur mon honneur at night you'll be; 
With waxen taper light to bed, 
By poor Nannette, your chamber maid. 
* IA 


Enter 
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Enter Larocus. | | | 
1 round and turns Namette from Henry. F 


Tap. Ah, here is fine doing in my houſe! and 
you come here vid your vaxen taper, and your 


caper, your ſmile, and your ſmirk on dis Englith 


boy—pardi! I vill Wer his head againſt de 
(turns. to Henry) I ho you had a good fleep 


Sir ?—-Get you down ſtaf [¶Zxit Nanneite. 


I hope you find every thing agreeable Sir? hope 
nobody diſturb you?” and dat you like your 
apartments—Here, you have all convenience; 
here you may have three courſe and deſert - you 
may invite your Engliſh friend to drink de bon 
vin here in my houſe—you may all get ſo merry, 


and ſo drunk, and laugh and roar, and fing, and 


knock your fiſtes againſt one another's heads, ſo 


friendly, à-là- mode de Londres—Aha! you pleaſe 


to valk dis vay, Sir; I will ew Gag: your ſalle à 
manger. 


Renter Narr bye. 


Naz. Sir, here is 

Lapo. Go, get you Df vat oy come again 
here, peeping at de men. 

Nan. Monſieur, I only want 

Lapo. You want! Oui, I know vat you vant— 

12 o, begar I ſhall have no girl to myſelf—all 
de 7. in my houſe vill come after dis jolie 
gar on. 

Nan. Sir, you wont let me tell you that Colonel 


5 has ſent to know if his new liveries are 


finiſhed ; 
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Gniſhed; and the Engliſh ſquire, Mr. Tallyho, / 
has ſent for his hunting frock. 

Lapo. Colonel — and Mr. ſquire Tal- 
lyho ! Monſieur, deſe are my great cuſtomer, dey 
match de two horſe to run on de race to- Morrow; 
dat ſquire Tallyho is fine man; Ah! Ido love to 
vork for Milor Anglais---dis vay, Monſieur—yqu 
vill excuſe a rene, en be will excule 


a you too. e, 
2 75 ne re 
— ———orem—_——_ a Nen £ 
SCENE III. 5 
Another room at Laroch rs. 
Jn Enter Rosa, % 


Fele. 1 wonder what can keep Lord Winlove ! 
1 wiſh we were once upon the road ! this anxiety 
is tormenting! I long, tho' why delire, ro * 
England, when all I love is here. 


AIR. Ros. 


The night when paſs'd, in golden ſkies 
It whiten'd cliffs the ſailor ſpies ; 
Completely bleſt, 
The ſight each tender thought inſpires, 
His love's on ſhore,' and fancy fires © 
His faithful breaſt ; 
The dancing waves ſalute his oar, 
He pulls and ſings, my love's on ſhore, | - 


| He waves his hat, and cries adieu 
Farewel good ſhip, and friendly crew; 
For love I ſteer 75 
__ as around he turns his face, & 
To view the happy well-known place 
That holds has de dear ; 


* + 


. Wimnerte, 1 is the gentleman come? 


bee #0 


4 The duaci g waves | $42; 
He pulls d fings, my oVers on Bere, oy 
ue, wire. 25 ! 


| a „* 


4 > 


Nan. No Ma'am, not yet; but 1 bebe the 


bey 


Hen. 


to ſhew him to this apartment. 
Without) What! is the lady this way? 


Nan. The Mlockhead! may I die if it isn't · the 
young 3 officer he's ſending up here | 


Roſa. S 


t:the door, Ill be Teen by 050% — 


undone] my brother . 


Enter Hana. | 


Hen. The boy told me a Lady 8 8 
Nen. Les, Sir, that the lady . to be 


ſeen by nobody. 
Hen. Is it poſſible 1 dear, will vou : has 
down a moment. | ue: Nannetle, | 
Mr. ſiſter ! | 


| Roja. What ſhall I do? 


Hen. Eſca 


ped. from the convent ! tell me, „Rola, 


what—loſt * every ſenſe of virtue ! to fly from 
the only place that could afford an aſylum for your 


ſhame. 


Raſa. My dear brother! «tho' «appearances are 
againſt me, yet, when you are acquainted with 
certain. circumſtances, which prudence forbids me 
at preſent to account for 

Hen. Talk of prudence, and your fame ble-. 
miſh'd !—your character departed with it's de- 
ſtroyer, But of Lord Winloye's. memory let me 
be tender, as his life anſwered for his ſhare in 


your offence. 


Roſa. 
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9203 


se He does not yet know of my Lord's being 5 


alive I dread his return, their meeting again 
muſt indeed be fatal. 2) 


Hen. Tell me, Roſa? Why would you quit 


7 convent? 


I muſt der Henry out of the houſe before 

J Winlove returns — How ſhall I? (aſide) 
2 — take me; I'll go with you there this in- 
ſtant—do forgive ee dear brother. 


* 


Hen. Yes, yes! I'll lodge you once more: 4 


yet, how perplexing! If I. quit Fontainebleau at 
this juncture, I may loſe my wiſh'd for inter- 
view with the unknown charmer that brought me 
hither. (aide) 

Roſa. .( Afide) Heavens ! I think I hear—if it 
ſhay'd be Lord Winloye Come, Henry, 1 have 


but few preparations, and will immediately at- 


J 


tend you, 
Hen. Be aſſured, Rok, I will not. part with 
u now, until I again deliver you to the i 
beſs, with a ſtrict charge "that, ſhe 
firewothen your ſpiritual chains. And yet the 
ſympathy of my own heart; inclines me to excuſe 
the weakneſs of my ſiſter's. ES Suki uc 


DUET. —Henry and Rosa. ve: 


. Brooks to ybur ſources, ah! quickly return, 
Tear, drop on tear, and give life to the urn; 
Truth and virtue paſs away, 

Ere I for another, my true love betray. 
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SCENE. . . N e 


n. Race Gomſe—Lrie ond 8 bot uts without 


Enter Tall vue and Joerkr. 6. 


— 


n 
\ 3 nh 


e WE MN I alt. " 


Hum ecod Dick my boy, you did the 5 
—_ nicely! ?! 

Joch. Didn't I your honor ? Ifaid I'd win for 
you—Huzza 

Tal. We've bang'd them hey for Vorkſhire, 
d'ye hear, fee Whitligig well rub'd down, and 
give her a horn of egg milk, oil, and faffron, 
and while you lead her round the courſe in 
triumph, let the French horns play“ Britons 
« ſtrike home.“ (ugs) Let's ſee beſides the five 
thouſand from this F 1 5 Colonel Epaulette— 
aye, [ſhall win twenty thouſand. by the day, and 
then my flang match to-morrow, eh Dick? 

Jock. Aye Sir, Joan of Arc! Whirligig, and 
OldEn cling againſt the 0 huzza ! 


h - tk 


OR, OUR n ur 0 219 


Enter Engliſh Waiter. * 3 F 

Watt. Sir, my Miſtreſs wou'd be gud te xuoy 
how many ſhe mult provide dinner for ? 
Tal. Eh, dinner !—true; tell Moll Cafey to 
knock her hole houſe into one room, and 
roaſt, boil, bake, and fricaſce, "as if ſhe hadn? 
an hour to live. We'rt 2 . Aa: {creechin! 


! \ + + * wp 3 8 2 [£2 
* an ITY bas! $11 nt * hy F 
* * 8 * 
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ter Faber li pad! 


mug 4 
_— 
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- 


\ 


Latk. Ye, tell ben miſtreſs we're a numerous 
Fr iel wy name at ay bar. 
1 55 [Exit Waiter. 
Tal Ay, Tu be 0 they have your name 
at the we ſce by bis grin he wants to come 
Captain Borrowman, but twon't do. (e 
Lack. Ah Tallybq? my dear fellow ! I give 
you joy, upon my honor. I never fawfiner run- 
ning 175 if po ron een 
Tal, I won't lend you ſixpencde. 
neee 
Tal. It s a fine day. | | 
Lack. Why Sir, as to FEY ha, bat 
. upon oy uk you are the moſt—— 
Tal. So I am—Ha, ha, ha! | | 4 
Lack. Oh I have you, Ha, ha, . 
Tal. No, you ha'nt, nor you won't have me 
I'm not to be had—know a thing or two, if your 
flint I'm fteel. 
Lack, Well but don't ſtrike fire to me, reſerve 
your flaſhes of wit, or—— 
Tal. You will A. ons as your coat is akind | 


of tinder. Ha, ha, 
888 OR Lack. 


= + 
If F 4 


FF 


220 Coby! EAG, 
2 oN A” ; 


Lari. Sir, I Igebre you!l: find: ſome other. 
| je mat eee 3.41 ot aint {51 ! (97 
| your cpat is rather a Wend are 
Den. Ha, ha, ha] touching a t4wenty-thou- 
ſand makes a; body ſo comical.” Ha, ba, hal“ 
Lact. Twenty thouſand! ah your wit is ſter- 
ling. to day, Tallyho, and as you carry your 
brains in your pocket, I wiſn yay) 'd chapge yo 
2'ten/ pound joke. 1 5 f | 
IJTal. Oh Lackland, you yourſelf are ſo full of | 
jokes, that you even laugh at the elbo ws. Ha, 
ha, ha ! that is the beſt humour'd ſuit of dar | 
Lack... (calmly). Sir, if you; were any one elſe, 
upon my honor I'd knock you down, . | 
Tl, Hold, if you raiſe your arm you'll en- 
eteaſe the laugh Come don't be angry and a 
help you to a graver ſort of coat, that's not quite 
ſo much upon the broad grin—Hulh, III intro» 
duce you to Colonel Epaulette yonder. ; 
"Lock (coking. out) That! aye, a right French- 
man—one might guels by his mirth that he hag | 
loſt the day, | 
Tal. True, but I keep up the old ſaying. "Hy, 
ha, ha! they may laugh that win. 
Lack. I've heard the moſt unaccountable ſtokies 
of his aping the Engliſh faſhions. Ag 
Tal. Les, I'm his tutor, I teach him all our Z 
polite accomphſhments. yh 
Lack. Polite, then I ſuppoſe by this, he can 
drink, ſwear, play,” ſmoak, and=— 
Tal. Huſh—here he comes—Lackland In 
ive him up to you or you to him, to get rid 
of you. (ide) 
Lack. Yet I'm told this Colonel has a moſt be+ 
nevolent heart—a man of much worth. 
Tal. 1 £8, he is worth fifty thouſand a years 3 
jp 
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Lock: Hike a man of :6fty thouſand/a 5 
hem! tell him who I am, de bear Tallyto: Ok 


Tal. Il tell him you're a wrangling malliff, - 
ted mud güne of od FE. eee 


Lack. A what; Sin?;̃õ;;kxß apnligmn bodt 


with him the boldeſt bully is the braveſt Briton, 
—He's foi fond of aur Englilh cuſtoms, that ee d 


introduce himſelf to a Ducheſs With a zounds: 


and thinks if he can come out with a r 


damme's or {0, wes Pipe te Fase, * 


"Y30m A 1 SN 
3 — Coronzu relexa Ger * 
wan Way n T3qy 
Col. E. Role Britaudis Britabnie rule de 
va y A my victorious 
you ſhould like de Yorkſhire type; Ain honeſt 
lad behold me. I loſe ũũve touſand to you on 


bank, two de bank of England, von Drummond, 
and von Child; (gives note) 


I'll adopt that Chad. | 
Col. E. Ha, ha le drole! rounds! damme. 
Tal. Oh yes, its a very good joke. (puts up the 
notes) Colonel, this is fquire what d'ye call him. 


now you know one another, ſhake hands. 2 
Tack. Sir your moſt o bedient. 


finiſhed gentleman at jig. or allemande, Robin 


cudgel. 


damme ! but is W fond of play? 


fquire (I 


Col. E. I'm ul oblized to him, zounds! 
Tl, 


- 
= 
o ” 
* ” 


$4 


Tal: Why he thinks ſo highly of our courage, 


dis match; dere is one tonfand-/on' de Paris 


Lack. Tallyho, as I have none of my own, : 


Squire, that is Colonel Thing O'me; and 


Tal. Colonel, this is an honeſt fellow, aud a2 


Grey, or Malbrook; 'he*ll whip you thro' with g 
a ſmall ſword, or break your head with a2 


that I can be no other than the n 1ncogs 


* K ) 
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Tat. Play! he'll: pull the longeſt firaw far a 

| five pound joke, or run with er r 
ginger-bread hat. n, ent nt e 
Lack. Sir, my friend Tallyho is rather nich 
in his commendations. I bave the honor to be 
known, and indeed live with ſome perſons, not 
of the loweſt order in this and—every country. 
Tal. Ves, he has ſo many great acquaintances, 
and ſo polite himſelf look at his hat, he has 
* ſaluted away the front co‚ cx. 
Lack. I hate ceremony but 0 muſt. know 
people ſometimes. 4p 

Tal, Says ſo many good things 190—a capital 

Bon-motter, 15 
Lack. Hang it no Tallybo, my wit is rather 
of the—ſometimes indeed come out with a Wile 
Sally that?: 
Egan. Sir, Iſhould be proud, wo be introduced 
to your little Sally. WELSH | 
Lack. Ha, ha, ha! you thall Colond my lie 
tle Molly and my little J enny—you fee-whatd. 
am Colonel—rather an ordinary fellow; but 
the ladies do leer at me now and then 
Overheard a moſt diverting confab amongſt that 
groupe of ladies yonder qs I paſt em Oh dear 
look at him, ſays one, who ? ſays another, that 
ſmart. gentleman, ſays a third; I vow a mon- 
ſtrous pretty fellow, ſays a fourth: but who is he, 
perhaps he's the Engliſh Ambaſſador, oh Madam 
not he; oh not him, no, no: but at laſt they all 
concluded from a certain ſomething in my air, 


Ha, ha, ha! 
At, Ha, ha, ha! 
Tal. Well faid maſter Emperor—but 1 will 
new robe your imperial majeſty, I' touch him 
for a coat for you. (apart to Lackland) A man ” 
tate 
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high taſte in our modes. (apart to Colonel) PI. 


try and get him to change a ſuit with you. 

Lack. Why I muſt fay I'm ſomemhat parci 
to the Newmarket ftale., 1 | 
Epen. 1 tink his coat look deold-market fyle, 
hs ha, ha! r Ne 

Tal. Les, but from your ſtriped coat and fea- 
ther d hat he took you for a drummer. / - 1) 

Epau. Sacre Soul Ar did nt zounds4 | 
damm hoe deg ed ans een, 

Tal. Yes, but he's ſuch a ſhot, he'd ſauff a 
candle on your head, 

Epan, Sir, I vill ſauff my bead . and I 
vill ſnuff my noſe yet in in ſpite of rd _— 
(takes ſnuff haſtily) ) 

Lack. Colonel, EE why offence to your noſe, 
lend me your little finger. 

Tal. Do, he'll give it you again. 18 

Epan. ( ſhakes s with Lathland) Ab, 1 fee 
he is de true brave man, for he has de courage to 
fight, and de good nature to forgive. Mr. 
Lackland, vill you dine vid me to-morrow. 

Lack: Dine! My dear Sir, VI! breakfaſt with 
you, Pl ſup with you, PI * a eg. _ 
in your houſe; | BY 

2 Indeed! ( joyfully) | þ 1 | 

al. Yes, and As find it cd hard to get 
kim out of it, he s ſo friendly oo 

Epan, Mr. Lackland, give me your band, 
you're a moſt hoſpitable fellow, zounds damme/! 

Lack. Oh, pray Tallyho, isn't ** your ſiſter 
Celia ? (looking aut) Te 
Tal. Yes, that's ſiſter cely. | 

Lack. Haven't ſeen r ſome time—a fine girl 
indeed! ** 18 

ig Tal. 


b rorrammfaů 

Jul. 1 wiſh 1 had left" hot eb e Bikes 
Tram 'd—peſter'd with petticoats, hen we 
have our bett and buſineſs to mind. . 

Epau. I vill vait on de lady. l 

Lack. Yes, we'll all Wai 68 the lady -I ſhalt 
engage her hand at the ball to night. | 
- Tal. Lackland be quiet, ſhe has a fortune. 
Lack. Well, bas ber money ſpoiled. her dan- 
cing? 
0 Tl. No, but Iam her guardian, maſter Em- 
peror. | 
_- Lack. Ha, ag ba! then by heaven I'll attack 
— Buffalo, or What is the name ?—the-Grocer 
there _ | 
Tal. Thruſt your copper-face into Sir John 
. Bull's family tool! 
Lack. Bull! Aye, 1- thought it was ſome 
beaſt or other. 
Eau. Oh, my lady de Bull, dat is the dat 
4s recommend. to wes dy a noble. Dutt in 
FA 4; 

Tal. The daughter, Doll, is a fine filly, we 
ſtart for matrimony on our return to Paris, 
Yoicks forward my boys! 

Lack. After dinner Pll challenge ber in pint 
bumpers of Caſey's Burgundy. 

. Epau. And I fall ſhake an elbow, and ſet the 
merry- caſter. 45 

Tal. Very well, very well gentlemen, have at 
| you borh—yoicks | | hurrah | 


AIR—TatLrno, 


: I'm yours at any fort of fun, | 
2 My buck I tell you ſo! 
A main to fight, a nag to run, 
But ſay the word, *tis done and done, 
All's one to Tallyho ! 1 
Upon 
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2 is afingle card Til fer, 
"TY bro A thouſand Funde or fo . 


But name the thing, P! bind the bet, N OED 
And if L loſe I ſcorn to fret, 
All's one to Tallyho! ot le 

R 


- Suppoſe you challenge in a gls. 

Sweet Doll m pretty doe, — 4 BA 

And think your love could mine ſurpaſs, | 

Pd ſwallow hogsheads for my laſs, 
All's one to Pre d f 


e. | 


Ft 15 


Au. CETIA. 


Cel. Brother, but one Werd 


A' - : 


* — 


ITO 
-| 


| Re-enter T ALLTHO, V * 


Tal. Ah Celia —did you want wer Wee 

Cel. Yes, where are you going f 

Tal. n along to Caſcy'— m with you. 

(calling . 

Cel. Lord, it's very odd, Brother, ow 70 
leave me here alone. 

Tal. I'll lay you ten guineas of that, 

Cel. Of what ? 
Tal. I don't N thing for a bet 
burrah! Celia, I'll be here again, when I come 
back—<* I'm yours at any fort of fun, my 
buck [ tel en . [ Exit finging. |. 

Cel. Was there ever ſuch a mad 5 tal! 1 vor 
he had left me in Paris, I wiſh I hadn't quitted 
England. Fontainebleau ! better to have ſhone 
on the Eſplanade at 'Weymouth—Oh, if 1 had 
but one dear beau uppoſe only-to keep me out 
of the way of the coaches; talk of French gal- 
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lantry, and attention to the ladies, I proteſt 
we've quite ſpoil'd them; no I find I have no 
chance here, whilſt rivalled by Eclipſe, High- 
flyer, and Joan of Are—now if love would but 
throw the handſome officer in my way that en. 
- 15 ak me ſo agreeably at the Sunday opera in 


_ AIR—Czua, 7” 0M 


Search all the wide creation round, 
On earth in air, or deep profound, 
To ſome great umwverſal end 
Power, ſenſe, inſtinct, reaſon tend, 
Th love, ſuect univerſal lose | 


Why Phcebus fmile upon the morn, | 
Why lend a ray to Dian's horn, ; I's 
Why flowers perfume the breath of Spring 
Or why do birds on hawthorns ſing ? | 
Tis love, ſweet univerſal love! 


With honor join'd or form'd to bleſs, n 
Thy power let every heart confeſs, 
| i ſenſe and reaſon but remove 
he bandage from the eyes of love! 
Of love, ſweet univerſal love ! 


Deuce take the man ! if he was worth a ſmile, he 
wou'd have follow'd me here to Fontainebleau. 
Oh temptation ! yonder he is. | | 


Enter Henry and Ros A. 


Hen. Les, tis ſhe! 'tis my charming un- 
known. (afide) | Fa 
Cel. Is that lady with him! (Roſa takes his 
arm) Takes him by the arm ! I wonder women 
haven't ſome regard to decency in public. | 
Be as [ Exit age. 


ofa. 
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Roa. ' Agitated) If Lord 'Wiblove follows 
me, death to him or my brother, muſt be "the 
conſequence. (d! Henry, if you deſign to 
take me to the Convent to night, we ſhall de 
too late, the gates ſhut at veſpers. _ 
Hen. (afide ) *Sdeath Y if Thoſe her now, 8ifficule , 
2 to meet her again, and if 1 quit 

oſa— | 


"Eater Larocur. 


Lapo. Ah, Mademoiſelle Roſa, I'm PE o 
have eſcape from that cruel rogue of — 
wt > dear friend I am fo overjoice I over- 
took a you, I did vaſſt you all over dis great 
horſe-field, I did aſk a for you all de little Jockey 
boy, and 1 vas vip; and puſh, and kick, and 
thump about from dis a poſt to dat a poſt. 

Hen, Well, pray, and what did you want with 
mer 

Lapo. Only in 2 hurry, I did forget to 
give you a receipt for your lodging money. 

Hen. Oh, I forgot to pay you, but I Wasn't 
gone —if my charmer mixes in that croud I 
ſhall certainly loſe her; may I venture to leave 
Roſa in this fellow's care? (afide) Lapoche, 
-Iwant to ſpeak to a perſon yonder, you'll oblige 
me exceedingly if you will remain with this lady, 

until my return. 
Lago. Oui, Monfieur—l warrant 1 vill Rick 
cloſe. (afide.) 

Hen. Roſa, I will be back in a few minutes. 


Lapo. Ah, dat you may never come back— 
except to pay a me. BY 

Refa. Yes, I ſee chat ſtrange lady is the charm 
e Tecruel 


Exit. I 


Ln 
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 —crue] Henry! ſo ſeverely to ene me * 4 

on, of which your own heart is ſuſceptible. 

| Ido. Oh, my deareſt | Sweeteſt 

2 1 Tell me, have you ſeen the ee 
ce . 


0 Lapo. De pretty . dat love a you? : 
ui. 

Roſa. where? 

Lapo. Dis morning in my looking olaſs. 

. Roſa. How perplexing, tell me man—I mean 
the gentleman that—has he been to enquire for 
me ſince? 

Lapo. Ah, fly 1 1 have hear all about 
you—you ſcape from de Convent in boy's coat 
to de gentleman, and den you run away vid de 
captain from de gentleman, and now [I ſee it 
in your eye, you vant to run back to de gentle- 
man again. 

Roa. You're not much out there. | 

Lapo. I ſee ſhe love him very much (ofids) I 
vill go ſee vere de Captain is got—huſh, you 
little devil of a fly rogue. [ Exit. 

Roſa. How perverſe! by waiting here Lord 
Winlove and Henry muſt certainly meet, and I 
have the worſt to dread from their violence of 
temper. 


Ke. enter LApO HRE. 


Lapo. All is s ſafe ; your Captain is facing up to 
awoder Lady, come to my houſe vid me. 
Roſa. *Tis certainly the eaſieſt and ſpeedieſt 
means of ſeeing my Lord again then the neceſ- 
ſity of relieving him from the i into which 
my abſence mult have 0 him—l'm ſtrongly 
„ 
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' rempted, notwithſtanding the impertinence of this 
man. 8 4 : r 5 22 2 Att 3 3s th 

Lapo. She very fond of me---yonce-I have her 
in my power, if ſhe be unkind, up I lock her ſor 
de Lady Abbeſs. (2dr) Oh you pretty pattern 
for a taylor's wife ! I do adore you; and de dimple 
of your chin, and your hand, ſoft as Engliſh broad 
cloath; your lip, Genoa velvet, and your eye, 
bright as de Birmingham button. 


AIR.—Larocus. 


Love does ſo run in my head, 
Devil a ſtitch can I do; 
From my jump out of my bed, 
| Till my jump in it vid ou. 
| Oh ſweet Pet! 8 
Liver once cold as a cucumber, 
Hey ho! go, get, 
Get away, Little Nannette, 
Melcome my boſom, a new comer. 
Who, like me, loves you ?---ah ! not a man, 
My handkerchief,. vas I great Ottoman, 
Drops at your petty-toe. | 
Sweet hen, in your beauties Þ11 ſun me, 
Your twinkles and dimples have won me ; 
Now vink and ſmile pretty upon me, 
Your game-cock den I vill crow. 


[ Exeunt. 


— 


SckNxk Il. 
Another part of the courſe. 


Enter CxLIA and Hexkv., 


Hen. Charming creature! Since the pleaſure oy 


inſpired 
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inſpired by your converſation at the opera, ad 
the grief of ſuch a hopeleſs ſeparation, to the inſtant 
of this happy rencontre, 1 have not enjoyed a mo- 
ment's e 

Cl. You think this a lucky meeting, Sir? 1 
congratulate you on your good fortune, and leave 
you to the enjoyment of your happineſs. . 

Hen. One moment, my love. 

Cel. Very fine this! So here my pee pro- 
ſumes to make his conqueror a priſoner of war! 

Hen. I am your Kee ſave, and thus 
1 kiſs my chain. (kiſſes ber hand) And thus on 
my knee 

Cel. Stop, you'll foil your repimentals. 

Hen. (Afide.) I wiſh I knew her name. 

Cel. Ha, ha, ha! do forgive me, 

Hen, I am enchanted with your gaity, charmed 
with your beauty 

Cel. Pray, were you ever enchanted, or charm- 
ed before ? 

Hen. But never loved till now. 


AIR.— HENRY. 


Thro' circling ſweets I freely rove, 

And think my paſſion true ; 
But every charm that man can love, 
. Sweet love I find in you. 

I will not boaſt with ſtoic pride, 
That I've a heart of ſtone; 

That I have often gaz d and figh'd, 
To you Pll frankly own: 


That beanty bears a gentle mind, 
. The ſource of every joy; 
Is now the hope I wiftr to find, 
Then dont that hope OR 
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And ſince that each external grace... 
Is by my fair poſſeſs d i 
In pi 9 her mind keep pace, 
Fo! n her lover bleſt, 


Cel. Oh, if you- re ſerious, I muſt—come come, 
I' talk no more to ou. x | 
Hen. Nay, but my Angel— | 185 
Cel. Well, well, 4 know all that; but if. you 
really expect to meet me in the ſield again, 
muſt ſend me a 3 by my brother — Eh! 
but I'll not tell yon, for you ſeem to be vain 
enough already. 25 N 


AIR —— 


No hurry I'm in to de intel, 
But if its the will of my brother; 
| Id much rather ſtay, 
But fince in the way; 
Iss well may have you as another. 


A ftrange cuſtom this to be married, 
Tho? follow'd by father and mother 
The grave and the gay. 
But ſince in the way 
I as well may have you as another. 


A Prude, tho” ſhe long to be WET) 
Endeavours her wiſhes to ſmother-; 
Pd give you her nay, 
But fince in the way; 
Jas well may have you as another. 


— = 


Exit. 
Hen. Charming woman! L 


(Tallybo, without.) 


Yoics | I'll briag in the ſtragglers; I'm the * 
to fill the rooms and empty the bottles. 
Hen. Oh, here's. Ne man this brother ſhe © 
ſpeaks 
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ſpeaks of, is a man of the turf, probably he knows 
| bim—I'l Juſt aſk him, and then for my ſiſter: I 


Enter TarLruo. n 

Tal. I'm an ne whipp ere for the bottle. 
Oh, oh! (looking at Heng, takes him by the $i 
come along. 

Hen. Where? "Vii 
Tal. To get drunk to M . es oy 

Majeſty's cloth, and go to bed ſober, when my 
Engliſh Whirligig has beat the Mounſeers ! Such 
a pack of jolly dogs ! 15 n "oo 
come and fall in with us ? 

Hen, Certainly ; but pray, Tallyho, can you 
tell me you ſaw the young Lady that parted 
from me now ? admirably kacdfome 
Tal. Handſome:. 42 every body ay ſhe's 
like me. 

Hen. I ſhall FR call her mine. 

Tal. The devil y ou ſhall; | 

Hen. I have — hopes the only obſtacle is 
a brother but perhaps you know him; one of 
our ſtupid, thick- headed fellows without an idea 
beyond a cock or a horſe. 

7 al. For fifty guineas, I have as many ideas as 
vou? 

Hen. Vou! | 

Tal. Yes, Mr. Captain, who gave you « com- 
miſſion to talk o' my thick head. | 

Hen. What a miſtake. (ade) But really ſquire 
is that young lady your ſitter ! 

Tal. Celia? Yes to be. ſure, ſhe's my ſiſter, 
and that's your ſhare of her too. ( ſnaps bis fingers) 
She has a great fortune, and you Captains are 
curſed poor; but huzza. I have it, to), lol, lol. 


You 
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You ſhall fill your pockets with French gold 
Louis Louisdors, ſous and foucees ; you. good! 
natured dog give me your hand. 

Hen. In the name of heaven, what is all this? 

Tal. You ſhall go halves in my ſlang match to- 
morrow. Colonel Epaulette has matched his 
Black-prince to run a 79 my Kick-him- Jenny, 
it's play or pay, you ſhall back his Black- prince, 
take all the odds. I will get my jockey to lame 
Kick-him- Jenny, and to give à colour for her 
not being able to run, I've mounted Sir John 
Bull to take an airing on her. Ha, ha, ha. I 
warrant ſhe plays him fome prank, So as he's a 
curſed bad horſeman, P!l lay her accident upon 
him. She can't run, pays forfeit, you ſweep the 
field, touch 'em all, and when you've gathered 
in the caſh, we'll meet privately and divide it. 
even, fair, and honeſt in our pockets, Dam me, 
there's our ſnug ten thouſand a Pore, with 2 
twopenny nail. 

Hen. And this, perhaps, you call honor? 

Tal. Yes, tis good turf honor. 

Hen. What to be a ſcoundrel ? 

Tal. Oh, very well, if you're ſo nice.—Aye, 
now you're a very delicate chicken, but hearkye, 
the next time you ſee filter Celia, don't ook at 
her. (ging) 

Hen. Stop Tallyho—1 think I'll puniſh my 
knowing one. (afide) On ſecond thopghts, I will 
Join with you in this roguery. 

Tal. Then you're a deviliſh honeſt fellow, and 
Celia is yours. E 
Hen. lndeed - but wich her conſent. 

Tal. Pha! if we make the match, what has 
YOL. Il, nn her 


MN; 
* 
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her ont to do with it. I'll ſettle that; come, 
Non ſhall have it from her own mouth t his Ie, 
ant. | 
Hen. But what ſhall Ido with Roſa ? (afide) 
Tal. Are you making a ſet my pointer ? come 
along and * drunk you difmal dog! Why IU 
e to-night, tho I'm i © love up to the 
Fiddle girts. My darling Dolly ! | 
Hen. Sh Miſs Bull! Aye, we ſhall ſoon have 
a bridegroom too. | 
Tal. Yes. Ha, ha, ha I ſhall ſoon be a happy | 
Bull-calf 7 BB; 


DVET —Hewnry and e 
Tal. Your hand ! 
Hen, Your hand ! 8 | 
Ti al. My her o! F 
Hen. My buck ! 
Tal. No more pother. 
Hen. No more words, 
Tal. My ſiſter is yours. h 
Hen. Your ſiſter is mine. * 
Both. And the bargain 3 18 ſtruck, * 


' Tal. My brother 
Hen. My brother ! 
Both, The field round. 


Tul. We'll lang 'em. 

_—. We'll flang em. 

Tal, And if they complain, the Captain al 
bang em. | 


Hen, In this, and that, in every nation, 
Tal. Eyery rank and every ſtation, 


All, all declare, Wo or 
| That cheating is fair, 
Hen. IF it takes but the knowing one in. 
Tal. Miſs Polly how coy, 


With her amorous boy, 


Cries . _ Ne, oh fye, Sir,” and hridles 
her c 


* 


40 You 
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+ You impudent man you! 


« How can you, how can you,” - 


Hen. "Tis all, 


Tal. "Tis all; | 
Both, To take the knowing one in. 
FEY For all declare, | 5 
That cheating is fair; „ 
If it takes but the knowing ane in... 
n | N 
An Apartment in the Hotel. | N 
| þ 2 


Enter Sun Jon BuLr, ( large patch on his fore- 
Bead). 


Sir 7. Ah, ſee when they catch me upon a 
race-horſe again] that ſcoundrel Tallyho did it 
to break my neck—above all the beaſts of the 
field to mount me upon Kick-him-Jenny.—But 
I muſt get ſomething for my wound, holloa ! 


Enter FRENCH WafrER. 


Have you no Pothecaries here in France hat 
do you ſtare at can't you ſpeak ? get me a Doc- 
tor, I wan't a Surgeon. 37 
Wait. Ah Monſieur, c'eſt bien domage! : * 
Sir J. D'ye underſtand, I was riding on Tal- 
lyho's mare, and ſhe threw me. (roaring) You 
ſcoundrel, what do you ſtand grinning at me 
Get ſomebody to dreſs my head, XA 
: HH 2 Wait. © 
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Wait. Gui Monſieur, je ſuis tres s fach. mT 
| Exit. 
Sir J. Oh deat—get me once out of rance 
then my wite and daughter, ſuch a pair of 
Mademoiſelles as they are making themſclves, to 
receive this French Colonel Oe ns 
here thep come in full puff. | | 


Enter Lane BuLL, and Miss Dorir, extra- 
vagantly dreſſed. 


A-la-mode de Paris! (bows) 
Mi/s D. Bleſs me papa ! what's the matter ? 
Lady B, What have you. been bghting, Sir 
ohn! 
] Sir F. Fighting! no Lady Bull, I got upon 
Kick-him- jenny, the threw me off, and broke. 
my head, ha, ha, ha! 
Lady B. What is heat now? | 


Sir J. Eh, 1 (examines their arefs, turns, 


1 ugh.) George, get mea a pipe. 

Miſs Fs a! lets have no piping here. 

| 146 B. Pipes ! what man dye think you 're 
at Dobney' s bowling-green ? 

Miſs D. Conſider we are now at Fontainebleau 
in France Pa, the very country ſeat of the beau- 
monde. | 

Sir J. Oh very well, Mrs. Caſey get me yeſter⸗ 
"day's ledger. 

Lach B. Ledger! oh now he has got to Gar- 
raways—T tell you again you are not at Margate 
raffliog for twopenny toys. 

- My/s D. Or dancing in your boots at Dandeli- 
on—Pa! La now do Pa! get into the mode like 


” Us. 
| Hir 
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Sir F. Thank'ye Doll, but Fm not quite fo 
modiſh. 

Lady B. But cba my dear, if. Colonel 
Epaulette does us the honor of a viſit, how 
he'll be ſhocked ar your appearance. 

Sir J. Thank'ye wife, but I don't think I'm 
quite ſo Docking.” 


Enter Wars R, with 4 bent 


Wai. Here, Sir John, my miſtreſs has ſent you 
a treat. 

Sir J. What porter! London porter! 

Lady B. Strong beer! Ah heavens! now he's 
at the Five Bells in Mincing-Lane. 

(Lady Bull and Dolly walk up. 

53 To Oh, glorious Mrs. Caſey, in France, 

to give me Britiſh Burgundy. 


AIR—S:ix Joan Bui... 


Great 8 now. inſpires my ſong, 
That makes us jovial, bold, and ſtrong, 
Now Roſy Bacchus quits his vines, 
The Hop around his thyrſis twines, 
Forſakes his tun a butt beſtrides, 
And as he quaffs he ſhakes his fides, 
And roars, if Britons thus are free, 
Oh, give me Britiſh Burgundy. 


Signors that Ladies may admire, ; 
Now whet their whiſtles with intire, 

Mynheer prefering goot French dram, 

Gets Pruſſian kicks at Amſterdam, 

Our Porter clear, our ſpirit-ſuch, 

Shun froth of French and dregs of Dutch, 

Nor tools of power, or faction we, 

Whilſt quaffing Britiſh Burgundy. 


Lady: 
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Lach B. (Advancing.)" 1 deſire Sir John f 


will not have this quaffing and roaring here 
(takes the tankard and puts it afide.) Colonel 
Epaulette may introduce us to the Prince to 
tell you a ſecret, I have already ſent for one Mr. 
Lapoche, a celebrated French taylor, to make 
you a new ſuit of cloaths for the occaſion. 

Sir F. A French taylor for me! very. well, 


"ry OY ladies, 


Enter Wa TE L. 


Wai. Mr. Lackland, madam — wrou's you 
chuſe to ſee him. 
Sir J. Aye, aye let the een come up. 
Lady B. Mr. Lackland ! Aye here's more of 
your triends—a pretty thing 5 come all the way 
to France, to pick up Engliſh acquaintances, NW 
then ſuch a pany ſhabby 


e Llec land, elepantly dreſſed i in Colonel Epau- 
lettè s cloaihs. 


"hack. Ladies your moſt. obedient—How d'ye 
do Bull 2 _. 

Sir J. (Surprixed.) Shabby! Eh! Why in 
the name of—oh, oh—ha, ha, ha! recovered 
the ſuit, or another foo! from Throgmortot- 
Berett. 

Lack. Oh, pray don't let my preſence diſcon- 
cert any body—Ladies I dined with my friends 
Tallyho and Epaulettee — the Colonel under- 
ſtanding that I admitted Sir John, here, to ſome 
ſhare of my notice, begg'd I'd make his reſpects, 
and lay, that he'd wait on you immediately, 


5 
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Lady B. Now Miſs Bull, ſummon your graces, / | 


Miſs D. Oh dear, the powders all out of my. 


hair—the- Ducheſs's Barber, muſt titivate me 


up directly. 

| Lack. Miſs, don't mind me—people fay I'm 
particular, but I'm the moſt — 
Bull be ſeated. 
Sir F. Bull! I will not be ſeated. 3.1 
Lack. Yes, ſhe is a fine girl indeed. 


Sir F. Who Doll ? Yes, Doll's a deviliſh fine. 


girl, and I ſhall give fourſcore thouſand pounds 
Sith her. 

Lack. What ! this may prove a good hit—but 
ſuch a vulgar family.—Heark'ye you—(baughti-" 
9). Yow've kept a ſhop? 

ir 7. Fifteen years, the Graſshopper on Gar- 
ck bil | 
Lack. And you ſold raiſins ? 
Sir J. Yes I did, and figs too. 
Lady B. D'ye hear him ? 


Lack. Hem! Yes I'll marry her—a dowdy— - 


he's a ſeller of igg—yet eighty thouſand. (45 
Sir J. And yet do you know | 
Lacl. (puts bim batk) Softly. (o Dolly) Upon 

my ſoul you're a fine creature. 

Miſs D. Sir !—Lord I like him vaſtly. (afide) 

- Lack. Madam do me the honor but hold, Ihad 


beſt begin with a compliment to the mother tho, 


Ma'am, your dreſs is extremely elegant, well 


fancied (Sir Jobn interferes, Lackland puts bim 


back) Be quiet Bull—with ſo many native 


charms, difficult to ſay whether ornaments grace 
the perſon, or the pee ornaments the dreſs. 


(bows) 


Miss D. He” 8 vaſtly well bred Mama, 


Lady 
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Lady B. Yes, but ſpeaks Engliſh 100 plain or 
a gentleman. 

Lack. Miſs Bull's ſpirit and good humour is 
the emblem of Engliſh liberty, and your Ladyſbip 
looks the Britiſh Ninon de L'Enclos, - 

Sir J. Ninon Don! talks French, —l lent him 
a guinea too—well. (aide) 1 

Lack. I preſume Ladies you = 1 the Ball 
to-night, if diſengaged Miſs, I ſhou'd be proud 
of the honor of your hand. 

Miſs D. Yes, Sir, with all wy heart, Sir—a 
charming man, ( 

Sir F. Your heart! Didn't you promiſe Squire 
Tallyho. 5 

Miſs D. True Pa, but chen I hadn' t ſeen this 
gentleman. 

. Lady B. Haven't I hopes of Colonel Epaulette 
or you. 

TS D. Aye, but none of us have ever ſeen | 
the Colonel, he mayn't * __ and perhaps 1 
mayn't like him. 

Lady B. Dolly, Done you re too 8 with - 
your yes, | 
Lack. Conſider if your ladyſhip had always 

cruelly ſaid no, Miſs Dolly could never have. 
been the admiration of the Court of Verſailles. 

Sir J. Yes, and I dare fay— 

Lack. Softly, my honeſt fellow. 

Sir F. What the devil do you mean, bo- 
neſt fellow | I don't believe you know who. 

ou're talking to—oh, oh, Tallyho is likely 
ro de jockied here. (fi 4. ) Bob, if ſquire u 
comes ſthew him | 

Lady B. Shew him out of the bouſe. 

$7 7 W hat the ſquire ? 


Tal. 
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... Tallybo Sings without. - | Rf 7 


ne &« At Six 4 in the morning by moſt of the 3 
7 Werode Rong in ſearch of a Fox.” Wl 


Lack. Here comes Tallyho, yes Caſey? 's Bor- 
gundy has quite done him up. 

Lady B. Fontainebleau! one x might 28 well r 
at Aſcot heath. 


* 


| Enter 1 85 ati abt on inging. - | a 


Tal. Or. 15. leap over you, your blind Ga 
ding and all,” —Ha, . ha! Sir John, I'm fo ſor- 
ſy yo ſhould be hurt by that tumble—Ha, ha, 


Sir J. Ha, ba, ha ves, I fee you're very 


ſorry. 
Tal., But how is your leg? 
Sir F. My leg ! its my forehead. 
Tal. Your forehead is it, my old prize-fighter. 
Sir F .Pve been fighting your battle here. 
(Lady Bull looks ſeornfully at Tallybo. 
Tal. (Obſerving ber.) Right, Sir John, for I 
ſee if the grey mare's the better horſe, I loſe the 
fill 
L B. I can't ſtay with this ſavage. (going.) 
Lack, Will your Ladyſhip honor me— Miſs 
Dolly, your lilly hand. 
Tal. (anterpojing) 


is a lilly, or a tulip, or a daffidowndilly Damme 


"x 


Jack, you had a deviliſh fall—ſo ſorry you hurt 


your elbow—by your leave neighbour. 
(Puſhes Lackland. afide. 
Lack. Sir, you know 1 am always ready to 
correct infolence ; ; if a man inſults me, *tisn't his 
fortune can protect him. (turns to Sir Jobn.) 
vol. II. "32 Prithee 


No matter becher her hand 
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4 Nina 9 80 
Prithee Bull, lep and alk if 1 left 40 bug bos | 


in the bar WI 8 


Tal. Jacky run for the gentleman” ust bon 
Lack. Mr, Tallyho, when you're inclined to 
quarrel,' I am 1754 read to go out with you. 
„Tal. My lad Bull, will go ont with you, arid 
i with ber woch joy of ker cottipany. . | 
| (Exeunt Lackland and Lady 
Sir John, 1.6 ſo hurt that my mare ſhould— 


2 "ou! is your collar- bone now? 


| Pha! don't you ſee its m my forchead— 
| 665 out with me, isn t that one o your ſword 
and piſtol terms? 
Tal. Oh yes, at thoſe ailblechete it 4 mall 
room. that gentleman is indeed pretty company. 
* Miſs D. Lord, he muſt be charming company 
in a ſmall room. 
Sir J. An impudent EY to ſend me for his | 
ſouf- beg. : ; 
Miſs D. I do like him mionſtroully. | 
cif Lie him! why Doll you're a fox upon 
uble ditch, none. can tell which ſide you'll 
. ho, what am I thrown out here old 


Hurlothrumbo. 
Sir F. Me! I don't know what the fellow has 


been about here among 'em, with his ſnuff and 
his feathers—but where have you been Tallyho, I 
tell you if you'd have Doll,. you muſt lick to her 
my bo 

"Miſs D. Aye, that 13 you muſt indeed my boy 
lord 'ſquire what has de you ſo tipley. 

. Tal. Love and Burgundy, ſwallowing your 
health my ſwect Dolly. (Sings.) 


« Had Diana been there ſhe'd been pleaſed to _ 


life, 
And one ol the lads got a goddeſs to wiſe, 


When 


n u f gg 


when you come! acroſs my noddle, 1 get upon 
the half-cock, and then a dozen bumpges makes 
me tol lol lol—Ha, ha, ha! Old dad how curſed 
comical you looked when kick-him-jenny fluag 
you over his car — Damme, you came ypon 
all fours like a com- cat with a parachue. 

Miſs D. Ha, ha, ha! Oh what. a rare fellow 
you are — Ha, ha, ha! Oh, what aue game 
ou do make of my father. 

ir 7. Game of your father } why you jade! 

Tit Sir John, I am forry my mare bro 
your chin. 

Sir J. Zounds 1 don t you . its my kad 
—but, however, I forgive you. — Ha, ha, 
ba! I'm ſo pleaſed at your winning the race to 
day, and beating the Mounſeers, that it 14 
twenty —— and each with à plum in 
her mouth, you ſhould have em all. 

Tal. ( Looking at his tablets) Plum Oh, true, i 
bo Jacky my lad, I have you owe here ay” 

ty. 

Sir J. Fifty what? 

Tal. Pounds, that you owe me. 

Sir J. Me! I never darrowes Uxmence of you 
in my life, | 

Tal. No, but you, loſt fifty pounds. the'. - + 

Sir J. (alarmed) Loſt! Oh Lord! I had a 
fifty pound note in my pocket-book. (takes out 
bis 2 No faith, here it is. 

Tal. Then you 2 as well give it me, Jackey 
my lad. 

Sir J., Give it you 1 For what ? | 8 

Tal. Why don't you know you laid me fſty 
pounds upon the Colonel's Joan of Arc, and 
didn't my Whitligig beat her. > 

Sir J. Damn your whirligig, Sir. : 

| 11 2 ER 


ITY Whirligig? | 


2 Mi D. e why ſhould” you damn big | 


Tal. Come, your debts of bonor—fifty poundy 
here down with your duſt. 

% D Aye, Pa, down with your duſt. 
Sir F. What the devil do you mean? | 
Tal. Why didn't you lay 1 | 

Sir J. Lay! 1 eeneintier 1 faid, T | thought | 
the brown horſe run the faſteſt, 

Tal. Yes, but when I laid fifty he'd loſe, didn' t 
you ſay done? ©» 

Sir J. And ſo you come the Dun upon me-. 
pho, pho, none of your jokes man. 

Tal. Jokes ! you ſhall pay me in earneſt. „ 

Sir J. Pay you, zounds ! Sir, do you think 
Pll give you fifty pounds becauſe one horſe - 
thruſts his noſe out before Another ? Poll that'y 
a rogue. 

Tal. Rogue! cut whe you're well I'll make 
no more words, that bet was done, and done, 
and if you dont pay me I'll poſt you at Tatter-- 
fals, indeed I will Sir Jackey, my lad. 

| Miſs D. Never mind old Fogrum, run away 
with me. (apart to Tallybo) © © 

Sir J. Oh very well—there (gives a note) by 
winning fifty pounds, you loſe my daughter and 
fourſcore thouſand, and now Poſt that at Tatteg- 
fals, Tally my lad. © 

Tal. AYG» aye, enough faid, 


Al R—TALLYHo. 


In 2n orchard there hangs an old crab-tree, 
| Yet on it there hangs and within my reach, 
One apple as ſweet as a downy peach, 
Ihe tree that I mean is the ſurly he, 
(Zo Sir John. 
And the dulcet N s the loyely ſhe, . / 
| (2 Dol 


— 
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Oh how crabbed and cruſty he ! 
” Ok = delicate. fraie is the. 


: , \ 
There's a crazy old wall that's tumbling down, 
Yet on it the fragrant Jeſſamine grows,  / 
As Lilly 'tis fair and as freſh as a roſe, | 
-The crazy old wall is the furly he, 
And the fragrant flower's the lovely ſhe, 
Oh how rugged and mouldy he ! 
Oh ſweet flower the lovely he ! 


There's a filly old aſs in a ruſty coat, 
A filly he has full of ſport and play, 
And 4 with this filly will canter away, 
The filly old aſs is the ſurly he, 
And the ſprightly filly's the lovely ſhe, 
Oh what an old jack-aſs is he id 
Oh the ſprightly filly ſhe ! 


Sir J Dolly, child, go to your mama. 
Miſs D. I wont to go to ma- ll meet you bye 
- and bye at the Colonel's. (apart to Tallyho) 


Sir J. You wont! You ſhall huſſey. 


Miſs D. I wont, I wont. (cries) oh the cru- 


elty of old tough fathers, to force away young 
tender maidens from the amiable ſwains that love 
them. — Ob, oh, | 
Sir F. Go in there, you jade, (puts her of) 
how knowing you look now, Tally my 
| x | | Exit. 
Tal. Don't force her from her beautiful ſwain— 
(looks diſappointed and whiſtles) ſo here's a pretty 
commence, but if Doll meets me at the Colo- 
nel's, I'll whip her off; and if Captain Henry 
has laid the betts. upon my ſlang match, I ſhall 
roll in rhino—firſt marry Doll in private—then 
London—hey for a wedding in full cry, a 
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The morning were married how funny and jolly, . 
The bridegroom my honor the bride Lady Dolly. . 

When rouz'd by ſweet clamour we open our peepers, 
And Pheœbus ſalute in our night-gown and {hppers, 
Then under qur windows muſicians all come, 

Play fiddle, ſweet oboe, ſharp flagellet, drum, 
But to my Dolly's amorous ſing ſong, 

Al ir pub, rattle, ſqueak, and ding dong. * 


The cymbalsthey.grind and the baſſes they grumble, - 

Piano's and forte's a delicate jumble, 2 

All joy to your honors, ſee ſee, how they flock, 

Whilſt cleavers and marrowbanes go nick a knock, 
Tantivy the horn, tantara the trumpet, 7 OP 
Sound, ſound, while we ſwallow our coffee and crumpet, 
But tomy Dolly's ace ng ſong, 


All is puff, rattle, ſqueak, and ding dong. 


©, 
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END OF THE SECOND ACT, 
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SCENE I. | 
Before the Britiſh Lion. 7 l 4 1 


| 1 1981 
An 


Enter iſt. WaiTERs 


a 
— 2 >. 


—_ Art er - --s — 


iſt, Warn. 


Haar you George! Why George ! ..H 


— 


- 


Eater $8; Waris. * 


. 2d. Wai. What the deuce bawling do you = 
cep. "nh 
_ 1ſt. Vai. Then why do you run about the F 
ſtreets with your hands in your pockets at ſuch a „ 
time, and the houſe full of company. is 

2d. Wai. Did'nt miſtreſs defire me to = 3 
for Captain Huff, to ſee if he could bully | 7 


this Mr. Lackland out of her houſe, as there's no Wy 
chance of his eyer being able to pay his bill * = 


#*. 


BE > 


ET I 
— an ere mm LD 


— 
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it. Wai. Bully 1 out! I don't think the 
Captain and all his regiment can do that. 

Mrs. C. (without) Mr. Lackland, I defire | 
you'll quit my houſe. * 

2d. Wai. See what a woman's tongue can do 
— here'he comes and my miſtreſs at his heels. 

Lack. (without) Upon my honor Mrs. Caſey, 
I'm amazed that any gentleman would eater 
your doors. 

Mr. C. (without) Upon my honor Mr. Lack- 
land, you may take yourſelf out of my doors. 


Enter LACKLAND, and Mas. CASEY. . 


| ae Tu yy, [ Exeunt Wailers. 
Mrs. C. Why I tell yon, Sir Harry Biſk's 
Valet has locked up all die maſter's baggage in 
it, and you can't Yan that chamber. 
Lack. 1'll thin your houſe—No more carriages 
I'll bring' no more coronets about your doors 


to enquire after me +I heaven, III 


ruin your houſe. 

| Mrs. C. Aye, my houſe may be ruined indeed 
if I haven't money to pay my wine-merchant— 
11 tell you what my honeſt lad, I've no notion 
of folks ſtriving to keep up the gentleman when 
they can't ſupport it, when people are young and 
ſtrong, I can't ſee any diſgrace in taking up a 
brown muſquet or the end of a ſedan-chair, or a 
knot—any thing better than bilking me or ſpung- 
ing upon my cuſtomers, and flaſhing 1t away 
in their old cloaths. 

Lack. See when you'll get ſuch a cuſtomer as I 
was, haven't I left the mark of à dice box upon 
every table in your hoaſe? Was there ever 2 


morning that I didn't-take a ſandwich, or a day 
| paſſed 


OR, OUR wr "IN N m 2% 
| paſſed - -withdat: my drinking my four . bottles "Fs 


Mrs. C. Four bottles! but how many did you 
pay for? 
Lack. Never mind that, that 8 my affair, by 

heaven Madam I'll. ruin yogr houſe, d'ye hear 

(calling) carry my baggage over to the Lily. 

Mrs. C. Aye, take his baggage u upon a China 
plate, for its a nice affair. 

Lack. Hey my baggage! 


Mrs. C. Ah man what ſignifies your conceit, 


ſuch a baſhaw ! here you come and call like a 
lord, and drink like a lord, and there you are in 
my books fix whole pages without a ſcratch, like 
a lord; ogh ! you've run up a thumping bil, and 
I warrant you'll pay it like a lord. 


ck. That 1 ſhall madam—produce your bill. | 


(takes out a purſe and chinks it) 
Mrs. C. Oh miracles will never ceaſe, well, I 


fad all along that your honour was a prince. 


curl ies 
a Thar OE my bill. 


Mrs. C. Lord, ep honor, what need your 


honor mind the bill now, ſure your honor may 
pay it any time. (curt/ies) 
Lack. Very true, Mrs. Caſey, ſo Ican. (puts ap 


—"—_ e) 
- Mrs. C. But; \ however ſince your honor inſilts 


upon paying it now, you ſhall ſee it—here Bob 


—ſquire Lackland's bill (calling off ) Then heaven 


ſave your handſome face and your handſome hand, 


and your handſome leg, 2 to he without 
theſe gentlemen are. 


money, oh dear, how joki 


Here Bob, ſquire Lackland's bill—quick, quick. 
(Ext. 


Lack. I'm vaſtly obliged to Colonel Epaulette 
for this recruit of ner, if it was only to reſ- 
vo L. II. ern cue 


6 
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cue me from this Iriſh harpy— come, I da very 
well—After paying her bill, I ſhall have as much 
as will ſet me up at the faro-bank—dem it, 1 
musn't, cannot think of this grocer's daughter, 
vile city bulls and bears. h Wa * ge _ | 
have her. | 


Enter — quick, and fnging! 


oh Tallyho! 

Tal. Cou'dn't ſtop to ſpeak to a Duke—not 
even a clerk of the courſe, ; - 

Lack, I'll bet you fifty gvineas you top with 
me? 

Tal. But my little doe Doll waits for me at the 
Colonel's—a word, ſhe's going off with me, ſo 

I muſt leave my match in the hands of the jockies 
—ſoho puſs! (going) 

Lack. Stop— 

Tal. Come, come, ye think . of buki- | 
nels can itand gabbling—loſe time with people 
that's got no money—this is 2 place of ſport, 
and thoſe that can't | 

Lack. What d'ye mean, Sir—gabbling can't 
ſport — Sir, I have ſpirit and ability. Aue. the 
purſe) 

Tal. Spunk and Rhino ! 
Lack. Gabble—Car't ſport ! there n How 
the purſe and takes out a pack of cards) the higheſt 
card againſt that if you dare. Can' t ſport ! you 

ſhall find me ſpunk. 

Tal. You are? at you my merry harrier. 

Lack. (cutting the cards) Trey. © 

Tal. (cutting) His nob- won — (picks up the 


purſe) Tol, lol, lol. 
Lack, | 
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1 Damnation! Tallyho, you N never miſs 
it, return me the purſe. 8 
Tal. The purſe? to be ſure my dear boy—there' ; 


the purſe. - (takes out the money and throws lim the 
empty purſe ; ſingu) 


«© Then leap'd he over Lord Anglis's Sat 7 
60 n to * little I value you all.?“ 


OR, OUR WAY IN FRANCE. 


Lei. 
Lac. Perdition ſeize cards, dice, every curſed 
tool of fortune, that infernal, blind, partial hag ! 
Oh may ſhe be tortured 'on her own wheel, 
Amn with the bandage from her eyes. —Here 
comes Mrs, Caſey with her ſedan chair and brown 
muſket upon — what ſhall Ido? 


Enter M-. Casxr, 1ſt Warres, Boo rx, Cook, 


Cc. 


Mrs. C. Here your honor —here's your bony 
bill; Bob has drawn it out fairly, ( (ers 2 

Lack. Damn you and Bob 

Mrs. C. What d'ye ſay honey ? 

Lack. Do you think a gentleman has nothing 
elſe to do but to encumber his pockets, and to 
carry about lumps of curſed heavy gold, when 
you and Bob take a fancy to thryſt long ſcra wid 
papers into his hand. 

Mrs. C. Why didn't you deſire me to get your 
bill and hadn't you your purſe out juſt now to 

pay me. 

Lack. There you ſee my purſe out now, but 
there's nothing in that. 

iſt Wait. Your honor will remember the wait. | 
ers. 

Cook. The cook, your honor. 

Boots. Your honor won't forget Jack Boots. 


K k 2 Lack, 
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Tack. Jack Boots too! Scoundrels „ſaucy, . 
pertinent, inſolent. 80 | [dives them 0 


Enter Larocus, 


Lapo. Monſieur Lackland; I hear you have 
hooked up ſome cath, fo before its all gone, pay 
a me my money. 
Lack. You too, you little infernal miſcreant, 
Tit pay you. {beats bim) Þ 
Laps. Ah miſerecorde! ah ciel! Diantre, et 
Diable! Exit. | 
Lack. No keeping ground—then marriage is. 
the dernier reſort, and in ſpite of figs, raiſins, 
canvaſs fleeves, and moiſt ſugar, have at Miſs 
Bull of Garlick hill, and her fourſcore thou 
ſand. [Zrit. 
Mrs. C. Well, upon my honor this is a pretty 
caper, all becauſe I m a lone woman—I ſee there's 
no doing without a bit of a man after all; ab 
they think nothing of me now, but twasn' t * 
e 


AIR. — Mus. Cask. 


Kilkenny is is a handſome place, 
As any town in Shamrockſhire; 
There firſt I ſaw my je mmy's face, 
There Jemmy firſt beheld his dear; 
My love he was a baſhful boy, 
And Ja ſimple girl to ſee; 
Yet I was Jemmy's only joy, 
And Jemmy was the lad for me, 


But Dublin city bore the bell, 
In ftreets and ſquares and houſes fine, 
Oh there young Dick his love cou'd tell, 
And there I told young Dicky mine ; 


For 
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For Dick he was a rovin ang Pod. 0 
And I was hearty, wild and free, 

He lov'd, and I his love repaid, | 
Then Dicky was the lad for me. — 


When Doyer ftrand, my happy a 
And William there my love did crown, 
Young Dick and Jemmy I forgot, 
Kilkenny fair, and Dublin town, 
For William was a gentle youth, 
Too baſhful nor too bold was he; 
He ſaid-he lov'd, and told me truth, — 
Then William was the lad for me. er 


Ke enter Laroch , beeping. 
Lapo, Vat 1 is he gone 'tis vell for him he is 


gone—Mounfieur Lackland you be von ſcoun- 


drel | villain of de rogue, raſcal, and I vou'd - 
N your ſoul. 


Euer we | 


Robin, I rg maſter 

Lapo. (farts frightened) Hei EN} oh if it 
had been Monſieur Lackland, [ vou'd- 
—yat you vant ? 

Robin. What do I-want ? why I want you, if 
you're the French taylor. 

Lapo. Oh I muſtn't affront my cuſtomer. (afide) 
Vel Sir, I be de tailure, a votre ſervice. ( bows) 

Robin. Then my maſter, Sir John Bull, is ever 
ſo impatient for you. 


Lapo. Ih, Sir John de Bull, ah to take mea- 


ſure of him for de new cloaths, malpeſte! I ave 
ſo much buſineſs as de grand financier, 
Robin. Will you come ? 
Lap. Aprez vous monſieur. 


hem! 


® Robin. | 
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Robin. What? ; 


Lapo. After you, Sir, | TS 5 
e Oh! „ „ {BORN 


SCENE II. 
l- of Mus. cur. 8. 


| 
. 


Enter 1ſt Warrzn introducing Colin Era Us 
 LETTE in Engliſo dreſs. 


Col. E. Only tell Sir John and my Lady de Bull 
dat Colonel Epaulette is come to vait on dem. 
Wait. Sir | what name—— 
Col. E. Colonel Epaulette—zounds Jamme ! 
© [Exit Warter. 
By all I can hear dey muſt be vile bourgois, but 
on account of my Lord's recommendation I muſt 
malgrE moi ſhew dem ſome civilite, and ſquire 
Tallyho tells me dey have a fine daughter too 
ah my Engliſh dreſs is lucky upon de occaſion, 
dey muſt be wonderfully pleas'd vid it; Lapoche 
my Tailleur has not been in Londres for no- 
thing, and I am much oblige to Mr, Lackland 
for his advice in my affairs—I hope he did tell 
my Lady de Bull dat J was here. [ Retires back, 


Enter Sik Joh and Ronix. 


n Sir 7 You've been Sirrah, but where have 
een. 

Robin. Why la on. wasn't I ſent for the French 
taylor, 


Sir J. 
* 


is he. 
Rabin. I don't know, he came into hs houſe 
with me. : by | 1 
Sir J. Wel go and nd him up here. 
[ Exit Robin. 
Ha, ha, ha! any thing to pleaſe Madame 
my wite. Since I muſt be a jackanapes and have 


a French taylor. ha, ha, ha ! (Colonel Epauletts F 


\ advances) Oh, gad here he is. 


Col. E. Eh! dis mult be Sir John. ( Sir, 


I am your moſt obedient ſervant. 
Sir J. Servant, friend. 
Col. E. 1 preſume you are Te . de Bull, 
zounds damme ! 
Sin J. Aye. 


Se E. Sir, I ave receiv'd letter from my friend 


the Duke 

Sir F. His friend the Duke, what a grand tay- 
lor it is. (aſide) 

Col. E. I ave great reaſon to tink 1 am dear to 
him, and he recommend you to me in the high- 
elt terms. 

Sir F. Sir if you are dear to your friends, no 
doubt but your terms will be bigh to me. | 

Col. E. Sir! 

Sir J. However ſince my wife will have: it, 
out with your ſhears. 

Col. E. Monſieur | 

Sir J. Let's ſee your book of patterns. 

Col. E. Pattern | 

Sir J. Yes, to chooſe my colour. 


Col. E. I carry decolour ! vat you take me for | 


an Enſign, but I excuſe, as the cuſtom of your 

country gives a privilege— 
Sir J. 1 can't anſwer for my country, but you 
Hall 
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Sir J. Oh, to take meaſure of me, well where 
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ſhall have my cuſtom—now pray friend how ma- 
* men may you have. ok 
- » Col. E. About a touſand. _ 

Sir F. A thouſand journeymen | muſt kavs 

eat buſineſs—or a damn'd gunner. (ad , 

Cl. E. About a touſand in my regiment. 

Sir J. Oh you work for a regiment! | 
Col. E. Vork! I no underſtand vat he mean 
Sir de Ladies 

Sir J. You underſtand the warte for. the 
Ladies. 

Col. E. Mente, in compliance vid the lettre 
of his Grace I ſhall ſhe you every civilite, and vid 
your permiſſion, vill have de honor of introduce 
my Lady de Bull and Mademoiſelle ler daughter 
to Le Prince. 
Sir J. You! Lady Bull dad by a au- 
or! ; 

Col. E. Taylor! Schilde Monſieur, if you vere 
not an Engliſhman your life ſhou'd anſwer for 
dis affront, but from my reſpect to your nation, 
I pardon you. 

Sir F.. Aﬀeont !. what are you above your bu- 
ſineſs, you proud monkey you. 

Cel. E. You are under ſome groſs error, or you 
are a perſon void of manners; if de former, you 
are a fool by nature, if de latter, a clown by ha- 
bit; and as both are beneath my reſentment, 1 | 

ſhall look to de Duc for an explanation of dis 
affront offer'd to Colonel Epaulette. [ Exit, 

Sir J. Colonel Epaulette! zZounds! what a 
blunder I have made. My Lady, My Lady Bull. 
oe 
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Enn Laux BVI 


Lady B. What's the matter now, Sir John? | 
Str 7 | | \ en Co. 
Jonel Epaulette, and I unfortunately miſtook him 
for the French taylor, that 1 

orders for my new cloaths. 


} 
» 
= 

= 

_. 


of the Gens-d'Armes for a taylor, how abſurd ! 
who waits ? Sir John, pray Ray and explain this 
affair. es 
pay of his whole regiment. [Exits 
Lady B, Who waits I fay ? * 


RE Enter Rogin; 


Shew that geatleman up ſtairs. 
Robin. Who, Mam? * | ltd 
Lady B. The Taylor, as your maſter calls him, 
Robin. The Taylor! Oh, here he comes. 12 
» A it. 


Lady B. Aye, here is the Colonel indeed, no 


regimentals ! yes, I heard of his dreſſing entirely 
in the Engliſh faſhion. 90g bes 


— 


Enter Larochz. 


Sir, (curiſes) J almoſt bluſh to ſee you, and 

ſcarce know how to apologize for Sir John's 

miſtake, 3 | | 
Lapo. Madam, I vaite upon Sir John to 
Lady B. Really Sir he's aſhamed to appear in 
: VOL, II, = L p your 
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The devil to pay, here has been Co- 
expeRted, to take = 


dy B. Sir John, yay will you ever attempt. 
to ſpeak to perſons of diſtinRion ! take a colonel _ 


Sir F. Me! I wou'dn't face him again for the 


255 -- FONTAINEBLEAU; 


your pa after but he has contracted fuck 
unfaſhionable habits that he- \ 

Lapo. Madam, I vill equip him vid de faſhion. 
able habit, dat he need not ſhame to in 
de royal preſence. 

Lady . You are very obliging—but Sir you | 
have bad a loſs to-day. _ * 

Lapo. Oui, I did loſe my jodger. 

Lady B By this day's running? 

| Laps. Yes, dey did run away, _ 

1 B. Sir, 1 I mean the match. 

Lao. Aye, 1 ſuppoſe dey make de ich | 

Lady B. But Sir, I wiſh better ſucceſs to youp | 

Oan. : | 
] Lupo. gucceſs to my Joan! (aſde) e. 

Lady B. But for all your turf amuſements, I 
dare ſay your'e a great man in the Cabinet, in 
Committees, Beds" of Juſtice, Wr n 
and Board of Works. 

Lapo. Board of Works! 1 Oh, ſhe mean my 
ſhop- board. (/ de) | 
Lady B. And I warrant you are in all the deep 

el political ſecrets, you know all the Gs 
ter's meaſures, 1 3 

Lapo. Oui, I take all deir meaſures: 
Lady B. We were informed, Sir in Paris, tha 
you were much with the Prince de 

Lapo. Ok I am quite free in de family. 

Lady B. And When it ſuits you to introduce 
ps to His Highneſs— 

Lapo. Me! Non! But 1 cou'd introduce you 
to de head-butler - 

Lady B. Introduce us to the Butler! aye, aye, 
from Sir John's ruſtic behaviour, the Colonel 
thinks us fit for no better company, 


[Ts 


Euer 


"On, dun WAY IN CS: 259 


| Eater Sun Joun. 


(Lapothe bows and takes ont cant 


Oh Sir John! I have been endeavouring to - 
logize for you to the Colonel here -- 
Lapo. Colonel ! (looking about) 


Sir J. Ha, ha, ha! Egad 1 fancy this is the 


Taylor indeed. 755 
Tao. I am a Taileur at your ſervice, Sire 
Lady B. How! _ - 

Sir 7. Ha, ha, ha! q My Lady, 66 why will you 


pretend to ſpeak to perſons of diſtiuction ? miſ- 


. a Taylor for a Colonel of Gens d' Armes,“ ha, 
a, ha! 

Lach B. A Taylor! then you're a very impu- 
dent little fellow 

Lapo. Oh I ſhall loſe cuſtom "a (afide) 
Vell Miſs, your moder wou'd not call me fo. 

Sir F. Her mother, you villain ! 

Lady B. Sir John, pray don't abuſe the young 
man, 

Sir F. Abuſe ! | you little raſcal, how dare you 
have the impudence to be taken for a Colonel, 


get away this inſtant or I'll crop you with your 


own ſhears—get along go. [ Exit An 
Euter Ronin. 


Nobin. Madam, there's Miſs Dolly gone off, 


and Mrs. Caſey ſays, upon ſome marriage ſcheme 


or other, 
Lady B. My daughter ! 
Sir J. a Doll? 


LL 2 Robin. 
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Neobin. And from what I can learn from ſquire 
Tallyho's man, ſhe's to meet his maſter. _ 
Led B, There's your honeſt Yorkſhireman, | 
Sir Jo n Bull. 
bi. And 1 think 'they toy, Sir, ſhe's. gone 


to Colonel Epaulette's Lodge. 
Sir 7. Aye, there's your honorable Frerich- 


mun, my Lady Bull; but come along, I'll have 
my daughter; rob me of my child, oh for a ſearch 


warrant, oh for a Bow-Rtreet jultice, come 1 


SCENE II. 
An apartment in Col. EeavLemTE's, 
Enter Col. Eravuerte and Miſs Dol lr. | 


Col. E. Miſs, 1 do congratulate mo felicity in 
mceting you. 
Miſs D. I'm ſure Pm much obliged to you, 
Colonel. | 

Col. E. If I cou'd get her inſtead of my fille de 
Yopera, I ſhou'd be up vid her father for calling 
me a taylor. (aſide) 

Miſs D. Lord, I wonder what keeps ſquire 
Tailyho! (afide) 

Col. E. Miſs, was you ever in love? Zounds, 
damme 

Miſs D, Not above nine times, I thank you, 
Sir. (curtęſies | 
" Gol. E. Hey! 


, D. Nine! Let me be certain—ves, dos 
R times 
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times before I got out of my tiph—emice ac 
Hackney boarding fchool---I dont reckon my 
guittar maſter : hen Frank Fri ppery, Mr. Pet- 
titoe; no, Sir, only eight, for I never would 
liſten to the hand{SimeRaymaker of Duck lane. 

Col. E. Miſs, vill Tas in love de ninth time, 
and run away vid me. 

Miſs D. Lord, Sir, are you cond to run away 2 

Col. E. Oui, I vill ſcamper off vid you, 

Miſs D. Oh, now I underſtand—but why 
ſcamper off, Sir, when I'm ſure Mama wou'd 
conſent? _ 

Col. E. Conſent] ah, dat is ſo ban 
Mi D. True, Sir, it does found of Bow Bell. 
and as. you ſay ſcampering off is ſuch a pleaſant 
thirg—Ha, ha, ha !—Egad, Pve a great mind; 
if I ſhou'd, how ſquire Tallyho wou'd be ſur- 

priſed. (ade) 

Col. E. Allons, ma chere. (going) 
Miſs D. Stop; will you excuſe me afterwards 
to ſquire Tallyho? 

Col. E. For vat? | 
15 Mis D. Becauſe 1 * to run away with 

im. 

Col. E. Gornerent ! ! 

Miſs D. Yes, but dont tell Mamaz dure twas 
for that I come here to meet him. 

Col. E. Yes, but here I come firſt, 

Miſs D. True, Colonel; and firſt come, firſt 
ferved, as Pa uſed to ſay in the ſhop at home 
He, he, he—Well, Lord, why dont you come: 

Col. E. Avay den, my ange adorable ! vive 
Pamour ! ah, ſtay Miſs, I vill auparavant order 
my gentihomme to pack up ſome poudre, and 
pomade, and my dancing pump, as von canner, 

re 
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tell vat any happen—den hey for love and plet« 

ſure. [ Exit, 
Miſs D. (calling after him) Colonel, make 
aſte. | N 


(Tallybo, without) 


Tal. Halloo, Doll ! hip p, my dainty Dolly! 
Miſs D. Squire Tallyho! Oh dear! what dan 


Ido? 
| Enter Taiuvno, . 


Tal. Well, Doll, are you equip'd, my ſweet 
goſling, I've got a fine roſy friar, ready; but 
when I get you into Yorkſhire, we'll be mar- 
ried over again—You remember my ein, ho- 
neſt parſon Thump. 
Miß D. Lord, ſquire, dont tell me of parſon 
Thump; what kept you ſo long? Here have I 
been crying my eyes out for you. + 


+ Tal.- Crying! fudge—ſhew—why your eyes . 


do look as if.— ah, come now, you've an onion 
in your handkerchief ? 
8 D. No, indeed—as 1 hope for—He, 
e 
Tal. Now, now there now, what's that for ? 
: Miſs D. I was laughing, to think of our mar- 
riage. 
Tal. I begin to think marriage is no laughing 
| matter, Doll, Now I tell you truly, I like you 
as well as any thing I ever ſaw—good points, 
fancy thirteen hands high— and by my lady's ac- 
count, riſing nineteen years laſt graſs—but I tell 
you ſome things you muſt learn to be my wife. 
My mother, you muſt know, was a fine lady, all 


14 the hoity-toitics, and ſo good for an 
ays 


of his fourth pipe ſigh'd to the tears of the third 
tankard— Gaby, my dear boy, never marry a 
girl that can't breakfaſt on beef, carve a gooſe, 
will withdraw from table before King and Can- 


ſtitution, and not ſing a jolly ſong at firſt bidding; 


and then ſays he, (nores] take care of the girls, 
Gaby, and dropping aſleep— Ves, father, ſays I, 


I'll take care of the girls, and with that I ſlipp'd 


a brace of yellow boys out of his purſe, and next 
day bought Peggy Trundle, the houſe-maid, 2 
pair of Bath garter, ſilver ſhoe buckles, and a 
marqurſate pin for her ſtomacher— Ha, ha, ha! 

Miſs D. I ſhoudn't have thought of your en- 
tertaining me with your old father's pipe, and 

Peggy Ttundle's ſtomachers—if you're come 
here to run away with me, why do the thing at 
once, and let's have no more talk about it. 

Tal. True, Doll; ſuch a fortune as yours dont 
offer every day. I've a chaiſe at the door, and a 
ſulky for father Dominic; and as your dad may 
be for purſuing us, I wont depend upon thoſe 
raſcally French poſt- boys; it's all crack, : ſmack, 
Jabber, grin, and buſtle, great noiſe and little 
work with them—no, no, I'll put on a jacket, 
and great boots—A good diſguiſe too, I'JI drive 

you myſelf, gee up, my Queen, You'll ſee how 
we'll tatter the road—do it there, whipcord, 
ſhave the ſignpoſt—ah, ſoftly, good Bully, up 


hill—bir of hay go cool their, mouths, pint o'two- 


penny, and a new laſn— then ſpank the Unicorn 


—ſlap daſh—gee up—once we're coupl'd, let Sir 
John come whiſtle for you—gee up—ah Button, 


do it there ſoftly my honies—gee, ah, ah! 
| Mi 
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| Bays father to me, one evening, as the laſt whiff 


= 
—_— ——_— 
— + — — 


[Exit. | 
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t deer 


NMI. D. O make haſte, my dear dear quite 
Oh, delicious, charming I hope the Colonel 
vont come — Ha, ha, ba] our elopement will be 
in all the newſpapers, and then ſuch interceſſion, 
and pardons, tears, giggling, viſits, how d'ys 
do's and kiffes, OE 118 


AIR. —Dorrv. 


s When dreſed in all my fineſt things, : 
My gold Repeater, Bracelets, Rings 


STOR Xo wn 


I view ſo gayly glancing 

F I know not WH | g | J 

But neer till now 94 
J felt my heart a dancing. 


The Coach is come, down ſtairs we trip; 

The Opera- Robin plies his whip; 
„What ſparkling eyes,” 

| Sir Fopling cries, | 

As to our box advancing--- 
I know not how, 
| But ne'er till now, 
I felt my heart a dancing, 


Sultana, Queen at Maſquerade, 
Or Nun, or humble Village Maid! 
| So fine, ſo bright, 
The ſplendid night; 
Like fairies nimbly prancing, 
I know not how, 
But ne'er till now, 
I felt my heart a dancing, 


Why Tallyho! (calls) What the deuce keeps 
him? upon my word this is very clever: fo one 
gentleman can't go to be married without his 
great boots, and t'other youth coudn't go without, 
his dancing pumps. Eeod, if one of my old 

ſweet · 


OR, OUR" WAY N FRANCE) 365 


Areerhbarts was to ſtep in now, I am ſo vex'd, 1 
ſhou'd' be ſtrongly tempted to give em bots the 
double. 
Lack. (Without) Oh, the lady's this ways. 1 
Miſs D. Who have we here? I proteſt the. : 
ſprightly elegant gentleman that ſent Papa for his | 
ſnuff e a vaſtly pretty fellow. | 


Euter LlexlLAnp. 


Lat. At laſt T have found her; I hate court⸗ 
ſhip; no occaſion here, I fancy; ſo ſans cere-. 
monie, here Hors: ; Ma'am, your moſt 
obedient. 

Miſs D. How do you do, Sir? (curtefiesY 

Lark. Well, my dear, tis at laſt ſettled. 

Miſs D. Sir ? þ 

Lack. Yes, tho' with ſome difficulty to prevail | 
on myſelf, I am now determined to marry you. 

Miſs D. Marry me! | 1 

Lack. A fact, but dont let your joy carry you 
away. 

Miſs D. You'll carry me away r 1 

_ I faid I wou'd, and I never break my 
wor | 

Miſs D. Said! to who pray? 

Lack. To myſelf; — you know if a gentle- 
man breaks his — to himſelf, what dependance 
can the world have on him? You' re a fine Crea- 
ture, but I woudn' t tell a lie for all the women in 
France. 

Mifs D. (ofide) what a high notion of honor 1 
a much handſomer man too, than either Tallyho 
or the Colonel—He's a charming flaſhy beau. 

Lack. Juſt as I thought; of OY lovers with 

VOL. 11. NM N this 
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this 2 Lady, 1 ſee che laſt is the moſt wel 


5 is D. 4 vow. I've a mind, but Pa fays you've 

no maney.  * Ya 

Tack. Me, no = * enoug h that 
faith. Haz ha, ha! why he might as well lay 1 
borrowed a guinea from him. 

Miß D. Eh! now I remember, he did ſay 
it 0. 

Lack. Oh, well het was rig bt. Ha, ha, ha! Why 
what an old lying but he's your father, there- 
fore let it be ſo—Ha, ha, well I have no money. 
(with pretended irony) I am the pooreſt dog in 
nature. Ha, ha, well, that 1s V ood, faith— 
ſuch a joke, ' 

Miſs D. Joke! Lord, new it was; Ithought | 
you muſt have been very rich by your fine cloaths. 

Lack. Cloaths— Ob, I've "only borrowed em 
from ſomebody, perhaps; you know, where cou'd 
I get money to buy ſuch cloaths as theſe? Ha, | 
ha, ha! Well, this 1s excellent. 

Miſs D. 1 knew you muſt have a great eſtate, 

Lack. Me! Oh I havn't an acre, or may be a 
manſion in Herefordſhire ; nor perhaps I havn't 
a houſe in Portman ſquare. Fa 

Miſs D. Portman ſquare! - 

Lack. Without a guinea in the funds-—perkeps 
at this moment I havn't half a crown in the world. 

'm ſuch a miſerable dog. | 

Miſs D. Ha, ha, ha! Eſtate in Herefordſhire, 
oh lud, then we can make at leaſt— twenty hogſ- 
heads af cyder, ! 

Lack. Cyder! hem— h you elegant —Garlick 
hill. (aide) 

N D. P've a monſtrous mind—now anſwer 


me one queſtion, that's all; if I ſhou'd conſent to 
| run 
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run off with you, vou'd you leave me ſtanding 
here for great travelling, boots, or your dancing 5 


um 
; Lal. Me! not for the button of King Lous 
base 

 Mi6D, No! come along. 

Lack, Where? 

Miſs D. Lord, don't you bow? 42 

Lack. If we had but e ada 


Miſs D. One's in the n and t others at "the 


door below. " 
Lack, Indeed! my dear you're young and frank; 
: throw myſelf and all my fortune at your feet, in 
ite of figs, raiſins, canvaſs ſleeves, and moiſt 
= ar,—Oh, you amazing fine creature 


2 D. Ob, you aſtoniſhing charming man! 


[Exeunt. 


Enter CoLontt. EPAULETTE. 


Col. E. Allis ready, allons ma chere Mademoi- 
ſelle—eh, where is de lady? 


| Enter TALLYHO (in great boots.) 3 
Tal. Well Doll, here I am, booted and piſtoled, 


How! 
Col. E. Why the lady is gone. 
Tal. Ay, where is ſhe gone? 
Cel. E. Vere have you put her? Zounds, ame 


Tal. Sir, I inſiſt on knowing what you've done 


with her. 

Col. E. Moi! I did leave her here, 

Tal. You mean you found her here, maſter 
poacher. 


Enter Sir "OM 


Sir J. Where's Boll? Why Dolly. 
M M 2 Tal. 
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Ja!. So there, you coudn't give your « dinghy 
to an honeſt Engliſhman and now ſhe is whip'd . 
up by a poaching Frenchman; J wiſh you joy of 
your ſon-in-law my old Nag. Ha! ha! ! ha 1 
Sir J. Where is ſhe? a 

Col. E. Aſk dat gentleman dat did ſtole her. 

Sir J. Harkyee, you Yorkſhire _ ind ſhan' t 
rob me of my child. oc 
Tal. What the devil, are you nad, old Holo- 
_ fetnes? It's that there 6 has hip d up 
little puſs. _ 
Sir FJ. I believe it. | 
Col. E. Diable m 'eporte, i it is no fuch ting, 
-zounds ! damme! 
J. 106-16 : 

Col. E. It is not, you are as wrong in dis as ven 
you took me for de taileur. | 

Sir J. Where hayg you hid my . re- 
ſtore her, or by heaven 1˙Il— 8 

Col. E. ( Calmly ) What Sir? 

Sir J. Why Dolly Bull! Dolly! [ Exit, calling. 

Tal. I am ſo vexed and perplexed, oh, if I had 
you at Dover I'd fight you—aye with a "_ of 
Queen Ann's pocket piſtols. _ 

Col. E. Monſieur, any thing to oblige you, I vi 
fight or let it along all von to me ma foi! pardi! 
who' s there ? hey: Le- fleche | Juſtine | | 
. [Exit. 

Tal. Oho, Gnce I find I am jockied in this, 
I muſt look ſharp to my other matches, ſee what 
Captain Henry has been about, this F rench poney 
is now in his own ſtall, and let him ſtay there. A 
filly tit! to prefer the Colonel to ſuch a tight lad as 
I]! but if I get once back to London, with a fob 
full of French gold, ſee if I Il let the fineſt a in 
the land fetter my gamarels. P Aix 
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„ AIR —TariLvno.. - 


In London my life is a ring of delight, 
In frolics I keep up the day and the night, e 
I ſnooſe at the Hummums till twelve perhaps later, 
I rattle the bell and I roar up the waiter ; 
Your honour ſays he, and he makes me a leg, 
He brings me my tea, but I ſwallow an egg, 
For tea in a morning's a ſlop I renounce, - | 
So 1down with a glaſs of good right cherry bounce, 
WMith (wearing---tearing, | 
| \_  Ranting---Jaunting, 
Slaſhing---ſmaſhing, . L 
Smacking eracking | 
 Rumbling---tumbling, . 8 
Laughing quaffing, wg 
Smokeing---jokeing, a nh 
Swag gering---Staggering! . 9 12 
8o thoughtleſs, ſo knowing, ſo green, and ſo mellow, 
This, this is the life of a frolicſome fellow. | 


My phæton I mount and the-plebs they all ſtare, 

I handle my reins and my elbows I ſquare, 

My ponies ſo plump and as white as a lilly, NN 

Thro' Pall-Mall I Frank it and up Piccadilly, | 

Till lofing a wheel egad down I come ſmack, 

So at Knightſbridge I throw myſelf into a hack, 

At Tatterſal's fling a leg over my nag, 

Thus viſit, for dinner then dreſs in a bag, 
| With ſwearing, &c. 


I roll round the garden and call at the Roſe, 

And then at both playhouſes pop in my noſe, hg 

I lounge thro? the lobby, laugh, ſwear, ſlide, and ſwagger, 

Talk loud, take my money, and out again ſtagger, "= 

I meet at the Shakeſpeare a good-natur'd ſoul, 

Then down to our club at St. James's I roll, 

The joys of the night are a thouſand at play, 

And thus at the finiſh, begin the next day, . 
. With ſwearing, &c. 


? 
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SCENE IV, and loft, _ 
Ta poc bes Houſe, ö 1 of 
| Enter Layocns, l 
Lapo. Taken for a Colonel aha! "is certain dat 


I ave ſomething in my air dat is grande, J wro 
my bon addreſſe and Fare to ſtick to dis tailure 
Alon 


trade, oui dat is de reaſon of Miſs Roſa's ſcorn, if 


de lady de Bull did think me a Colonel, dreſs'd as 
I am, vat muſt I be alamode de noblefſe—1 have 
a thought, I will ſurprize Madame Roſa into de 
love for my perſon—ah ! le Marquis de Creſant's 
cloaths fit me a mervielle, how lucky I did not 
take dem home yeſterday---o0h! here ſhe come. 
& TROP WT * [ Retires, 
| Enter Ros A. | 
Roſa. Ah, cou'd I again behold my deareſt lord, 
every ſeparation from thoſe we love ſeems a chaſm 
in exiſtence; no danger I think from my brother 
Henry, he's now too buſy with his own love to 
give any interruption to mine, and yet I think had 
his paſſion for this young lady but commenc'd pre- 
vious to that of Lord Winlove's for me, Henry 
wou'd not now lament the life which he imagines 


he has taken; no, his heart then pofſeſs'd only with 


rage, was but a partial judge of fo pure a paſſion, 

tho' I fear Lord Winlove's is rather a rare 

example. | 178 
AIR.---Rosa: 


Canfeſs fond youth my charge is true, 
Behold the wanton boy, ; 
A gilded butterfly purſue, 
And win but to deſtroy, 
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And thus when ſtruck by Cupid's dart, 


With fervor you ; game 
But once you win the virgin's heart, 
Her beauties charm no more. 


Re-enter Lavocut dreft-—(Kneels to ber.) 
+ _— (Ave recolleBing dim). Pray ſir, if 1 


"(Haas 290, Hege | behold a gentleman dat love» — 


you, throw your arms round my neck like Soli- 
taire, and give me kiſs my charming fair. 
Roſa. Ridiculous! Where is Lord Winlove? 


into what complicated diſtreſs has my imprudence 


plunged me? and to add to it muſt I endure 
the inſults of this fool. Where is my 
Lord? | 
Lapo. Here he i is—your gentilhomme, dis mo- 
ment has von knee on de ground, and a pinch of 
ſnuff in his finger; your bright eye is de ſun, and 
3 it here he lies like a cucumber under a hot- 
e 
7 Trifling, impeninentl 

Lapo. Impertinent, ah, ha! (riſes haſtily) de 
you know who you talk to Miſs ? impertinent ! you 
are great lady indeed, but I vas juſt now, little as 
you may tink of me, taken for a Colonel, by my 
lady de Bull, tho“ perhaps not ſo great as you, yet 
begar ſhe is three times as big, impertinent ! may 
I never ſet a ſtitch, but I -vill have ſatisfaction —i 
am enragè. | 


Enter NANNETTE. 


| You Nannette ſtand out of my vay, or J vill put 
my foot upon you. | 
Nan. Why, what's the matter. 


Roſa. | 
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Roſa. Nannette, ſtep with me to my; chamber 


3 
Lao. Dere you may ſtay in your cham 
Stop you here Nannette, ah, madam' runaway, 


ſince you ſcorn me I vill deliver you up to de lady - 

abbeſs. | nk . 
Nan. But Miſs Roſa wants mi 
 Lape. I vill vant you—and I am your maitre 

you: vant a gentilhomme, Madam Roſa, do you 


but dere, you may play vid your pincuſhion— 


ventrebleau. I dat am fo fine and clever.— Nan- 
nette you come and kiſs a me. e 
Nan. Pho, nonſenſe! 8 
Lapo. Comment! r f 
Nan. Ah, ſir, wha Gonifies your „ Rruirigg | 
about here, like a jack daw, and there's the fore- 
man waiting to take home that ſuit of clothes on 
you, to Lord Creſſannt. Exit. 
Lapo. So, I vas juſt now impertinent, and now 
I. am jackdaw, fort bien! de devil's in all de 
vomen about me to day, (knocking without)". 
malpeſte ! here is dat Lord Winlove return again, 
by gar he vill cut 8825 throat; beſt hide a little. 
[ Retires,” 


| Enter Lord WI n Lovx. 


Lord V. No, I cannot drive her from my heart 
but let me not condemn her too haſtily, I'll firſt 
know to a certainty who accompanied her from- 
this houſe yeſterda morning. My death from 
that rencontre with Heary, is every where believed, 
and even a reward offered for apprehending him; 
well, one comfort I'm a living witneſs of his inno- 
cence, but now for his lovely ſiſter, as | ſee where 


ſhe lits, diſolved in grief and tears. [ Exit. 
eG Fad . 
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| Enter Hen > ob; 


ff 
1 


Hen. Lapocke! where is this fellow ? What 
has he done with Roſa ? pray heav'n ſhe hasn't 


given him the flip; now with Tallyho's conſent, 
and che amiable Celia's acceptance of my paſſion, 
J have no alloy to my golden delights, but the 


mournful memory of Lord Winlove, thus reviv'd . 


in my unhappy ſiſter's recent elopernent ; was the 


ſtill in poſſeſſion of her unſullied name, I of my 


Celia's love, and the eſteem of ſuch a friend as 
Lord Winlove; fortune might do her worſt. 


AIR—Henar. ; 


Let Fame ſound her trumpet, and cry, to the war! 
Let glory re-echo the ſtrain, 8 
The full tide of honor may flow from the ſcar, 

And heroes may {mile on their pain. 
The treaſures of autumn let Bacchus diſplay, 

And ſtagger about with his bowl, 

On ſcience let ſol beam the luſtre of day, 

And wiſdom give light to the ſoul. - 


Let India unfold her rich jems, to the view, 
Each virtue, each joy to improve, 

Oh give me the friend that I kno to be true 

And the fair that I tenderly love. 

What's glory but pride? a vain bubble is fame 

Andi riot the pleaſure of wine? | 

What's riches but trouble? and title's a name, 
But friendſhip and love are divine. 


Enter LAPOCBE. 
Where's the lady your lodger ? 


Enter Lox D WixnLoOvE and Rosa. 


, 


Lay 0 . Der e now, all de murder's out —ah 
VOL, II. N N diable! 
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91 dorrAα EAD, 
diable ! ſacre dieu ! ventre bleu, malpeſte Nan- 


nette! run you jade call up de conſtables, ar- 


chers, exempts, bailiffs, Brown- bear, Commiſ- 
faire, and Miniſters of State. [ Exit, 


Hen. Lord Winlove alive!  _ 
Lord M. Sorry to ſee me fo Henry? | 
| Hen, I own, my Lord, I am ſurpriſed, yet re- 


Joice to find my hand guiltleſs of blood—and you 


Rill poſſeſs'd of ower to heal my honor in doing 


| Juſtice to my unhappy ſiſter; forgive my former 


weakneſs, my joy, my tranſport to find you 
living, baniſhes even every unworthy concluſion 
I might draw from this preſent diſcovery ; no 
my Lord, my anger really accompanied your ima- 
ginary death, and I now only appeal to your 
hymnity. +55 $ | 

Lord W. My dear Henry ! I never look'd up- 
on your ſiſter, but with the ardent with of an 
honorable connection, a jealous punctilio hurried 
you to raſhneſs, and the fondeſt love rendered me 
imprudent; thus we fee how deſtructive may 
prove the nobleſt principles, if guided only by 
our paſſions. - 5 


Enter CxlI4. 


% 


Celia. Oh Captain Henry! but 1 didn't know 


you had company—a thouſand pardons—upon 


my word 1 don't know how to apologize for this 
ſtrange intruſion of mine—don't be vain if I 
make the alarming news of your danger an ex- 
cuſe for my coming hither. 
Hen. A thouſand thanks for this kind ſolicitude 
My Lord, fiſter, give me leave to introduce a 
lady, who I hope will ſoon honor our family by 
the deareſt tie. (Celia and Ryſa ſalule) — 
ifs 


gy.” 
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Miſs D. (without) Run huſband or they'll 
catch us. ; | 


1 
| 


Enter LACKLAND and Miss Dol Lx Butt, -- | 


— —— — f:. — —— — — — — 


Lack. Let's rally and face the enemy. Dy Wl! 
| Enter IN Jain and Las Boll. A 


— 
= — — — 9 — 


Sir F. 8o you Te a pretty jade, but l 

Lack. No abuſe Bull. (ps bim) ET 8 

Sir F. What not my own daughter? 

Lack. Nobody muſt abuſe my wife. | | 

Sir J. Wife! 1 ſhall go —_ my daughter @ | 
married to a fellow that I faw this morning in 
white ſhoes and a black ſhirt. 

Lady B. Aye, yo wou'd have Engliſh ? 

Str J. Ih e's a rogue. 

Ha. Your Eu. in-law ! _ 

Lady B. Tell me Dolly how dare you take up 
with that perſon ? 

Miſs D. Why, la mama, when the Squire and 
Colonel Epaulette left — I was glad to take uÞ 
any body. 

Lack. What's that you ſay, Mrs. Lackland ? 
I'm very much obliged to you—you have done 
me * honor. (bows) 


— — —— —— x „—y[„—— ——— 
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Enter TaiLYEo. | 5 1 


Tal. Eh, what, have you all got about the 
winnin g. poſt here ? 


M/s D. Yes, and now you may canter off to 
Newmarket in your big boots. 


| 

Tal. Lackland, I give you joy of little ginger, | 
for ſhe was never good, egg, or bird. 0 

N N 2 6 Euer 4 
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Enter CoLoNEL EPAULETTS. 


Col. E. How do you do good folks ? ah Miſy 
Dolly—run avay. 
Miſs D. Yes Colonel, and didn't wait for my 
dancing. pumps. | 

Col. E. How is my good Lady de Bull ? 
zonnds | damme! 

Lady B. Sir, if you' 're 2 Frenchman, behave 
like one— 

Cel. E. I vill never behave myſelf damme ! 
zZounds ! | 

Lack, Now 1 vil frankly tell you Colonel, that 
you had better let the Engliſh alone, by a clumſy 
attempt at our blunt honeſty, the French may 
become brutes; as by an awkward aping of 
French politeneſs, we poliſh into puppies. 

Tal. Oh Captain, you made the betts againſt 
my mare, when do we ſhare my Trojan? (apart) 

Hen. Sir, I don't underſtand— 

Tal. Why, didn't I pay farfeit, and let the. 
Colonel's Prince walk over the courſe to-day, 
(apart) 

Hen. And ſeriouſly did you dare think that 
I'd join in ſuch a ſcandalous affair? | 
Tal. Then you may fling your cap at Celia, 

(apart) 

Hen, Huſh, you laid me five thouſand your- 
' ſelf—Confſent to my marriage with your fiſter, or 
I'll proclaim you, not only here at Fontaine- 
bleau, but at every race-courſe in England. 

Tal. I'm had—yes and trick'd, chops'd flang'd, 
and bang'd. Celia take him againſt the field— 
clever—has nick'd me, that have nicked thou- 
ſands. | 

Hen. I fancy the firſt real good ever produced 


by 
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gaming; our winning is but à decoy; it's 


Joys built upon the grief of others, and our 
offes ſtop but in ruin or diſhonor. 


Tal. May be ſo, but as I ſet out a young pid- i 


geon, III die an old rook. 


Sir F. But how ſhall I get this rook out of my 


pidgeon-houſe. (20 Lackland) ' 

Col. E. Ah pauvre Lackland, I "II a com- 
miſſion vacant in my regiment, which, if you 
will do me the honor to accept- 
Lack. Thank you Colonel, but while I can 


raiſe the price of a drumſtick, I'll never draw a 


{word againſt my country. 

Sir J. What | your hand my Briton ; then 
you ſhan't want a nail for your hat in my par- 
lour at dinner time—you ſhall poſt my books, 
and take the whip hand of my Lady' s gig on a 
Sunday. 

Lack, Drive 2a gig! My dear Bull, you ſhall 
rattle up in your vis-a-vis to the aſtoniſhment of 
all Garlick-hill. 

Sir J. My deere and I will ride ſide by ſide 


in a vis-a-vis. 


Tal. Ves, and if you whip your gig down to 


Yorkſhire, I'll mount her Lad yſhip upon whirli- 
gig, and Sir Jacky, my lad, up you go again 
upon Kick-him-jenny. 

Sir J. Ill ſee you aftride the dragon on Bow- 
ſteeple firſt ; but now I invite you all to the Bri- 
tiſh Lion, where French claret ſhall receive the 
zeſt of Engliſh hoſpitality—Eh my Antigallican 
ſon-in-law ? 

Lack. Well ſaid Bull; but mind, III have no 
illiberal prejudices in my family general natio- 
nal reflections are unworthy the breaſt of man; 
23nd however in war, each may vindicate his 


—F | 


FONTAINEBLEAU; | 


's honor, in peace, let us not know a dis- 


tance, but the Streights of Dover. 


FINALE. 


Lord WIN LOVE. 


This patriot ſire within each heart, 
For ever let us nouriſh; 


Ros A. 


Of glory ſtill the golden mart, 
May England ever flouriſh. 


HEN RT. 
Let faſhion with her glitt ring train. 


Abroad awhile deceive us; 
We long to ſee dear home again, 
The love of England muſt remain, 
And that can never leave us. 


Six Joun. 


My future range, 
The Stock Exchange; 
Tis there I'll mend my paces, 
Nor gig, nor nag, 
Jack Bull ſhall drag, 
To French, or Engliſh races. 


Lapy BuLL. 


At feaſt or ball, : 
At Grocer's Hall, 
Tis there I'll mend my paces ; 
Yet nothing keep 
Me from a peep, 
At French, or Englifh races. 


TALLYHO. 


— 


TALLYHO. 


plate, 
Our table's the ground, 
The glaſs ſhall go round; 
Then off let us ſtart at a round about rate, 


may reel, 
cel ; 


To the poſt let us go, 
Hip, fire away Caſey, a room there, hollo : 


; Cuonus. 


This patriotic fire within each heart, 
For ever let us cheriſh ; | 
Of glory ſtill the golden mart, 
May England ever flouriſh. 


THE END. 
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A dunes the word, and. Pm in for the 


My boys, we ſhall conquer, tho' reaſon : 


bud ur in the head, is worth two in the 
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SCENE I. 
A trees in Bagdad.-—The Baſſa's Palace in View, 
| Euter LEPRDE. 

ZEBEDE. 


Ler me give juſt one look at my bin of fare. 
(takes out a paper) Let's ſee at which of the 
tradeſmen's 65095 do I firſt touch in my voyage. 
to lay in every delicacy for our grand e 


ment. 
(Horn ſounds without. ) 


Eh! the Courier with diſpatches from Conſtan- 
tinople. 


003 Enter 
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Enter Cova, blowing Horn. 


Cour. By'r leave! Letters for bis Highneſs, one 


72 the great Officers, to ··— 
*Zeb. Stop, I am a great Officer, Prime Ca. 


terer to the Baſſa he cou'dn't live without me, 
for I provide him his dinner every day. 


Cour. Perhaps you've provided a dinner for 
me too.—A Jong poſt this laſt from Rabba—ſo 
I'll beat up your palace pantries if you'll give 
theſe two letters to Babouc the Aga, for his 
Highneſs the Baſſa. 5 

Gives the letters, then runs off, blowing horn. 
uf; Bat 6 the W raw of, — Ki [ te) 
deliver them to his Highneſs myſelf, and that 


will ſhew my great care and diligence. (putting | 


the letters into his pocket, drops one on the ground 
without knowing it.) Lie you there ſafe and ſnug ; 
here comes my nephew, Abſalom—the villain is 
going to marry with a chriſtian womans, after 
my bripging him up ſo genteely ; and binding 
him *prentice to a barber. ' Ab, here's the raſcal, 


uiuith the very dow'rleſs damſel, and that hungry 


beggarman, Croſs-Leg the taylor; I've a mind 
—but let me contain wy PE 


Enter Arran, a Dora, 
8o nephew Abſalom, you're about to marry 7 


Abſ. Yes, Sir. (Boe 
Zeb. And Miſs Dora, you 're going. to: be mate 


\ried ? 


Dora. Yes, Sir. ( curtſies) 

Zeb. You have monies ? (20 baton) - 

=» No, Sir. 1 * 5 
- 205 
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Zeb. Lou bring a portion ? (t Dws) - 
Dora, No, Sir. 
Zeb. Where do you eat your wedding (oper? 


Thom Cnow-Leo, 7 
f 8 

OL. At my houſe, 15 70 

Zeb. Is it bought? | 

Croſs-L. Les; when you give a little {money to 
buy it. 

Zeb. Oh! then Pm to buy W755 

Croſs-L. Will you—Gad, old Zebede- s grow- 
ing kind. (aſide) I thought you wou'd ; none 
can do it better, as you're his Highneſs the Baſ⸗ 
ſa's Caterer; no man in Bagdad, genteeler knows 
how to provide, and this is only a neat litt le bit 
of {upper for a poor young couple and their few 


friends, 
Zeb. Eh ! 


Abſ. Yes, Sir, you know a poor couple have 


but few friends. 


Croſs-L. Now if you'd only take a pretty lit- 
tle walk (you ſee it's a very pleaſant evening) 


juſt round to the Baſſa's butcher, poult'rer, fiſh- 


monger, confectioner, and wine-merchant, and 
order us in a ſmall joint, two capons, a brace 


of carp, a cream tart, and a hamper of Cyprus 
wine; you, the generous founder, ſhou'd be toaſt- 
ed in noble bumpers by * the grateful con- 
founders. 

Zeb. Thank'ee, Timothy Croſs: Leg. Then 
as it is a very pleaſant evening, why I will take 
a pretty little walk, and deſire the poulterer, 


butcher, 6thmonger, confectioner, and wine- 


Dora 


merchant 
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Dore Good . ; „ 
b/. Kind Uncle! 1 
. Moſt comfortable Ca- 60 Kerben ) 
terer] 
Zeb. If they'ye got a ſmall joint, two capons, 
a brace of carp, a cream tart, and an hamper of 
Cyprus wine, that they take particular care to— 
Dora. What good nature 
A/. Generous Unele! _ aby 
| Cros-L. Plentiful Purveyor! ; 
| Zeb. To keep them ſafe in their ſhops. 
Goſs-L. EB! 15 
Zeb. Then, my poor. young couple, I wiſh 
you joy of your wedding ſupper, Ha, ha, ha! 


| Eh! fo you'll marry a Chriſtian you wicked ny 


Probate, [Exit, 
Croſ5-L. (after @ pauſe) Oh! I wiſh I had on- 


ly an order from the grand Signor to few up 


your ugly mouth, I'd do it with as much plea- 


Jure as ever J ſtitch'd a button-hole. 


Abſ. I'm not diſappointed. | 
Croſs-L. So, becauſe your Uncle won't have 
marry the daughter of a Chriſtian, and your 
ſtep- father wont let you have the nephew of a Jew, 
you muſt both ſtarve, poor things! Yau ſhan't 
this night, however, for a wedding ſupper you 
ſhall have, though I pawn my gooſe for the 
price of it. Heark'ee—hasn't Father Anſelm, 
the Armenian Friar, promiſed to marry you. 
As. Appointed Dora and I to come to his 
cell, by the Fountain of Palms, at eight. 
Crofs-L. Then go you, boy, and dreſs in 
your beſt; Dora ſhall meet you there. As ſhe 
cannot go home to her father's, wy wife, Jogger 
tha 


* 
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mall trick her out nicely. There they'll conſult 
about the cookery. Tol, lol toll Courage my 
young folks, Come Doral 

Dora. Then, my dear Abſalom, don't let us 
be caſt down by the cruelty: of thoſe who ſhould 
be kind to us. True love is the beſt of good 
cheer |. 

CL. You ſhall have ſomewhat more ſub- 
ſtantial, I warrant! My Juggy will tols wp 2 
comfortable morſel, without t the help of—Hang 
me if I ſhould think a chriſtian waddion 2 
if the ſupper was provided by a Jew. of 4s 
ha! Cheer op, I am but à poor taylor, to be 
ſure; but an honeſt mind is my workſhop; there 
Content ſings all day to the muſic of a good 
Conſcience, | ![Exeunt Croſs-Leg and Dora, 

Ab. It goes againſt my ſpirit to lay all the ex- 
pences of my wedding on my honeſt friend the 
taylor! What to do now to raiſe but a little mo- 
ney. Oh! for a few beards to mow, even at an 
aſper a chin What's this? (looking: on the ground, 
takes the letter up vobich Zebede 1 Reads the 
the ſuperſcription) For his Highneſs the Baſſa 
of Bagdad.” Trod under foot! Now if 1 
could deliver this letter to the Baſſa myſelf, he d 
probably give me a reward ſufficient to defray 
the charges of my wedding. How ſhall I get ad- 
mittance though ? My o Uncle has always kept 
me at ſuch a diſtance, that 'm not even known 
at the palace; and the attendants there are ſo 
ſauey— No, they'll never let a poor e bar» 
ber paſs the antichamber. BY 

(Crumpy fings without) 
Odſo] here comes little Crumpy, the Baffi's fa | 
vorite Hunch-back jeſter; he's a good-natur'd 
fellow; and from my laving him from a beating 
in 


the W that his jokes WET bim {is 


to the other night—If I could prevail on a Di 1 


he ma bigh intereſt at ann or Found 
| Enter 2 RUMPY fnging and dencing. : 
How 15 you Js, Mr. Crympy? 


- Crump. Fellow ! ( proudly ly, but ciner on retol- d 
lefing 4 len) ) Ha! my gay ſpirited my little 


finger (holds out his band) don't ſlip my ring off. 


our proweſs in that rencounter, when thoſe vil- 
lains attacked me the other night, ſaved Did you 
ever ſee the like? Had I the lives of ſeven cats, 
they'd have hammered them out; for there I lay 
like a little anvil, and the raſcals laid on me like 
ſo many Cyclops, turn'd me about as if I was a 
three penny nail—only for your paſſing by juſt. at 
the nick, thoſe ruffians would have broke my 
bones. 4 4 they'd have crack d my ivory; their 
heads were ſo hard, and their fiſts ſo heavy, that 

my great wit and little body Oh dear! | 
A, Going to the palace, I preſume, Sir? 

Crum. Ay, his Highneſs has got into a merry 
mood, and has juſt ſent for me. 

Alf Then, Sir, that- horſe with the fine trap- 
pings, that I ſaw the ſlaves take by juſt now, "ey 
to carry you to court? | 
- Crum. Yes; they had the inſolence to think 1a 
perch upon a poney; 1 if I muſt ride, it ſhall 
be on an elephant. 

— At. Certainly, Sir. 

Crum. By virtue of my high office, lord chief - Mics 
joker, I am obliged, when called upon, to be pro- 
vided with ſome comical ſtory to divert his High- 
neſs, entre nous, tho*. my wit is as ready as any 
man's, L am ſometimes plaguily put to it; * ay 

m 


9 
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Fm determin'd. to keep my place, ick up 
novelty and character, I get upon hole night. . 
rambles in the ſtreet, which often, with a little of | 
my ingenuity in dreſſing up, furniſh a good merry 
tale, or pleaſant incident or the Baſſa to laugh at 
the next morning. | 

+ Abſ. 1 thoug , Sir, you Rateſmen were too 
wiſe to laugh? 

Crum. He that's wiſe enough to refuſh 2 
hearty laugh in this world, will be curſedly bob d, 
if there ſhould be no laughing i in the next. Here 
he has ſent for me, takes me a little unprovided, 
ſo I'll go make my bow, and retire. 1 

A. What a prodigious favourite you are, Sir, 

Crum, Ay, ay; the Circaſſian beauties dance, 
ambaſſadors black, blue and yellow pay com- 
pliments; courtiers ſmile, cringe and tell lies, 
| but no life at court without little Crumpy. ( /ings 

and dances) Oh, barber, could you ſupply me 
with a decent, faſhionable, flouriſhing whiſker ? 

Abſ. Why, Sir, you' ve a very handſome pair 
already. 

Cram. Only one real, t'other was pluck'd off 
by the roots in that affray ; this is falſe, 4 fa- 
vous Jock that fell from the forehead of a cele- 
brated beauty at the laſt ball, I pick'd it up, and 
{tuck it on with a little gum, and it graces. the 
lip of her humble admirer. Ha, ha, ha! 

Al. How gallant. 

Crum. Yet = courtiers fmil'd, the ladies tee- 
hee'd, but honi ſoit—I ſhould not wonder if the 
circumſtance gave birth to an order of knight- 
hood, and the black eagle and golden fleece ly 
way to the Knights of the whiſker. 
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As. Ha, ha, ha! Sir, I've a letter here for 
the Baſſa, and 

Crum, A petition ? Give it me z I'll deliver it 
into his highneſſes 's own hand ? 

AN. Ah, Sir, if you'd only procure me the 


| honor of laying it at his Highneſſes's own feet? 


Crum. You ſerved me; I will, be grateful; 
you ſhall have an audience; come along my no- 
ble ſhaver, 

( Abſ. But, Sir, if any of the grand officers in 
waiting ſhould ſtop me? 

Crum. What when I take you by the hand, 
Ab/. The court eunuchs are ſuch great men 

Crum. They great men; the raſcals, ſlaves, 
ah hah! trip, ſkip, come, tol lol lol. [Exit ſing- 
ing and dancing, Abſalom * aan him, 


SCENE II. 
An Antichamber of the Palace. 
Enter ZEBEDE and Hassr, meeting. 


Zeb. (greatly diſreſed) Oh ruin! Habby 


Habby ! Im undone for ever. 


Hab. Hey, what's the matter, maſter ? 
Zeb. 1 have loſt (I don't know how) one of 


the letters the courier gave me for the Baſſa. Oh, 
F ſhall loſe my place that I have held ſo long with 
credit, I have been prime * to him, ay 

fifteen years next Paſſover. | 


Hab. 
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Hab. But this truſt, how diſcharged ? 


Zeb. Diſcharged, you dog ! I have charged 


and over charged; take that, you ſcoundrel. 


(Arites bim. | 


Hab. What's that for br 5 | 


Zeb, You, my clerk, throw out your inuen- 


do's againſt my honeſty, when you ſee me diſ- 
treſſed and enraged—get out of my light. | 


Hab. (aſide) Good maſter, I'll give you a blow 
N | [Extt. 


worth two of this. 41 2 
Zeb. Oh this letter, what will become of me? 
If I confeſs I loſt it, I may not only loſe my 
place but my life too. I will deny that I did re- 


ceive any letters; and even if the courier do ſay 
he did give me them, my word will be taken be- 
fore his oath ; yes, that will fave me; tis a good 


thought, 


Enter Bazouc, attended. 


Bab. Zebede, the Baſſa deſires his letters, he'd 
learn if 


- 
. 


Zeb. His Highneſs wants to learn his letters ? 


Bab. His diſpatches, the expreſs, 

Zeb. Well, expreſs. 

Bab. Pſha, the letters for him? 

Zeb. Mel I did get no letters for him. 

Bab. No | Why his Highneſs himſelf faw 
from his window the courier give them to you. 

Zeb. The devil! what eyes he has got! (aſide) 
he ſaw ! I quite forgot, my memory is diſtracted 


with my accompts and marketings. Lord—yes, | 


here they are— What ſhall I do (ade) 


7222 TS; Enter 


” 
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* 


Enter ABSA LOM, lopking about. 


Ab I with Mr. Crumpy would come on, 100 
afraid to — 
Zeb. My nephew! How dare you put your 
face into the palace ? You graceleſs vagabond. 
Bab. Go, go, friend; what bring you here 
Abſ. I have buſineſs. 
\Zeb. You bufineſs, you impudent——- | 
Bab. Guards, thruſt him out. ö 
(Slaves attempt it. 
| Crum. (within) Very well ; you may all depend 
upon my influence and intereſt. | 
Zeb. Stand out of the way you raſcal. Here 
comes the Baſſa's firſt favourite, and if he fees: 
ſuch ſhabby regues as you here, he'll order W. tq 
the whipping poſt, 


Enter Cromer, finging. | 
Babouc, 11 | 


e Eh! what noiſe is here ? 
have none of theſe doings. 

Bab. Sir, my ſtation and rank A- 

Crum. Rank! don't I allow you to be the 
greateſt black in the palace ? Ha! my good 
friend, I aſk you millions of pardons for making 
you wait. (to Abſalom) 

Zeb. Eh ! good friend! ( furpriſed) How did 
my nephew do this. (afide) 

40%. Sir! (to Crumpy) | 
Crum. Come, come along! Fling open the 
folding doors there. I proteſt a man has ſcarce 
room to paſs. Come (to Abſalom) ; 


Ab. Yes, Sir, but theſe gentlemen may have 
ſome * 


Crum; 
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Crum. Gentlemen! Give me your band, 
— Abſaloms band) Room there, ye lar | 
and b 
Bab. bh there for Mr. Crumpy. 
[Exit Crumpy with great importance, and Ab 
ſalom. 
You mult ſtop, Zebede, till Mr. Crumpy as had 
his audience. 
Zeb, And my poor ETD nephew. Dear 
me, what 1 is all this? [ Exeunt, 


SCENE III. | 


A magnificent Apartment i in the Palace, 


Enter The Bassa and Bazovc. 


Bab. Zebede is bringing your Highneſs the 
diſpatches from Conſtantinople, 

Baſle. Oh, Babouc! happy is the life of 2 
Baſſa whoſe government is at a diſtance from 
the Sublime Port, and g60d was my friend the 
Vizier, to appoint me Baſſa of Bagdat. While 
the ſeraglio there is diſtracted with cabal and 
faction, here, an Emperor in epitome, I enjoy 
all the pleaſures of peace and ſecurity, my nod 
gives death, and my ſmile preferment. Have 
you ordered the dance, the banquet, and ſent 
for my Little Hunchback Jeſter? My ſoul, and 
every ſenſe, are this evening devoted to laugh, 
love and joy. | (Crumpy ſings without. 

Bab. Here is Crumpy, pleaſe your Highnets. 


Baſſa. 


: lick. 


- 
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| Baſſa. Approach my man of whim and fro- 


Crum. (without) Stand alide, make way there, 


Baſa. Ha, ha, ha! he has got introducing 


ſome of the Meſopotamian Plenipo's, 


Enter Crumey, takes a Foo round, puts the 
' Officers and Slaves aſide. A” 


Cum. Room — hem! Sir, permit me the 
honor of introducing to your Highneſs this moſt 
magnificently—magnanimous—Come in Barber, 


Enter AB8SAaLOM, 


Baſſa. .Impertinence'! your office is to pleaſe ; 
a ſtep beyond that and you offend, remember 
Crumpy—— 

Crum. I wiſh you'd remember Crumpy when 
there's a good place to give away, 

Baſſa. Leave me 

Crum, When I go I ſhan't take you with me; 
this humble barber comes with an humble pe- 
tition. | 

Baſſa, A petition! J were indeed unworthy 
of the luxuries of life myſelf, did I lofe an oppor- 
tunity of diffuſing the comforts of it to all around 
me— W hat's your grievance: | 

(Abſalom, kneeling, delivers the leiter. 
Crum. That's his grievance, and he delivers it 


to your Highneſs, 


Baſſa. The Grand Vizier's hand! How came 
you by this ? | | 
AJ. Sir, I found it in the ſtreets 

; Crum, 
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Crum. Les, Sir, the Grand Viſierts hand wah, 
at a poor barber's foot. 
Baſſa.* (Reads) © The joys of a long ad happy : 
0 c Ee my dear Abdallah, the ſucceſs of our 
uſſian and Auſtrian enemy has ſet Conſtan- 
« tinople in a clamour againſt the chriſtians, the 
« rumour of your partiality for theſe unbelievers * 
has reached the Emperor, who to appeaſe the Di- 
„van, was compell'd to ſend you the dreadful. 
© letter you receive with this.” —Eh, this is part 
of the diſpatch the courier gave Zebede for 
me; how careleſs muſt he have been to loſe it 1 
(Ade, reads) The orders for your death, con- 
<« tained in that mandate, being merely a matter 
« of ſtate policy, you may ſafely diſobey, your 
«© mind may be ſatisfied, as I incloſe you the 
copy of your pardon ; but the conditions are, 
that in future, you treat the chriſtians under 
0 your wn with the utmoſt rigour. 
« Your friend for ever, 
% SELIM, Vizier.” 


Yes; Zebede drop'd this; and here, had not ir 
been found by — meereſt accident Had I re- 
ceived only the other, from what I imagine the 
contents to be, my life was gone. (Aſide) You 
have done me a ſignal ſervice! (to Abſalom) 

Crum, Eh | Whats that? | 

Baſſa. You found this letter in the ſtreet? . _ 

Crum. Yes, Sir, he found it in the ſtreet, upon 
my honour! Did you ? 

4. Yes, my Lord, and thought it my duty 
to deliver it to your Highneſs. 

Crum. Of ſuch conſequence! then I'll come in 
for my ſhare (ade). Yes, my Lord, I thought 
it my duty to ſee it delivered to your * 3 
the 
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the young man here was for running back in 4 


voaſt hurry to finiſh dreſſing a lady, daughter of a 
grand French merchant; but, ſays I, man alive, 
never mind her; bring this to the Baſſa directly: 


for my Lord, ſays I, is the moſt generous, liberal, 


prince- conditioned — he won't matter what he 


gives you and I for this piece. of ſervice. Well, 
Sir, he would go, I inſiſted he ſhould come; he 


|  brandiſhes his curling tongs ; I whip'd out my 


fabre, tuck'd him under my arm, and in five 
ſtrides of a game cock, daſh'd into the palace, cut, 


kick'd, ſhuM'd and elbow'd my way through the 


guards, mutes, and janizaries. Here lde brought 
him, while poor Mademoiſelle waits, her hair half 
papered, half friz d, fretting like an affronted por- 
cupine, ha, ha, ha! | 

Baſſa. For which, the three firſt requeſts you 
make, if in my power, I grant them (to Abſalom). 

Crum. Oh, Sir, I thank you, hem! yowll 

ant vs our three firſt requeſts! So, here we 
Joon a brace and a half of promiſes from a Lord; 
but one performance we'll get—the Lord knows 
when! 4 | 
Baſſa. Here (to flaves) take this young man 
(pointing to Alſalom) cloath him ſplendidly. 
| Crum. Aye, take me, and cloath me ſplendidly. 


* 


Bab. You! its the 1 
Crum. I ſha !—His Highneſs calls me young 
man; you know he's always complimenting me. 
* Baſſa. And let my treaſurer inſtantly pay him 


down 10co zingerlees. 


Crum. My good, bountiful Lord 1 it is really 


too much! 3ooo is full ſufficient for me. 


Baſſa. You! I mean 
Gum. 1 know you mean every thing that's for 


my good. As to the ſplendour of the robes, the 
2 | more 


* 
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more gold lace the better they'll fit me: and I 
bing a little bag for the geoo zingerlees. Come 
along barber, you ſhall have a hundred and fifty 
for your trouble, and the reſt ſhall reſt with me. 

"Baſſa Why, I mean it all for- . 
Crum. Me. I know ie—burt I will be ae 
I Vill give the lad the fifry, as I ſaid I — F 
Come, I am myſelf, and I do good; but 
till I am big myſelf, 1 will be your for little: 

Shaver, follow me. 
[ Exzunt Crump; Abſalom; and IM 
Baſſa. F a this letter was a moſt fortunate 
circumſtance ! Yes, here's my pardon (ioo ting at 
a paper that be bad taken from the letter) the con- 
ditions of it, ſeverity to the Chriſtians: Perſe- 
cution is againſt my nature; but to difobey, would 
be ingratitude to my prince, PII" do it by pro- 
clamation through the city, order the Cadi here, 
ha, ha, ha! Here comes Zebede: How will he 
bring himſelf off for loſing this; as yet I don'e 
think he knows it has been brought to me, © 


Eura Zinn (towing) 


Zeb. This letter for your Highneſs. (gives ir) | 

Baſſa. From Conſtantinople, ſigned by 'the 
Emperor himſelf. Ay, this is the dreadful man- 
date; but now it brings no terrors (4 ide). (Reads) 
FTruſty and well- beloved, greeting: We do 
te command you, that within three hours after the 
receipt of this, you have yourſelf ſlrangled; 
but firſt leave orders for your head to be cut off, 
and ſent to us. This fail not to do, on pain of 
* our high diſpleaſure.” Ha, ha, ha! 

Zeb. Well; I did not think that ſtrangling and 
beheading was ſo good a joke. 
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I' firſt ſettle my worldly affairs, ati Prepare 
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Baſſa. Ves; he does not know that I am in 
poſſeſſion of the other letter, that countermands 


this order. (reads) . Given at our Sublime Port, 


<« 1167th year of the Hegira, ACHMET.” 

Since my Emperor thinks 1 ſhould die, I obey, 
(kiſſes the letter) and this night I ſup with Ma- 
homet—now to try my very careful ſteward (ae). 


pur accounts for my inſpection. 

' Zeb. Oh! the devil! I have cheated him fo 
damnably that my head goes off firſt, if he finds 
out my rogueries (ide). Sir, you'd. beſt think 


. of nothing now but obeying the 4. Ee 40 s com 


mand, he may be angry, indeed ſays, in- 
ſtantiy ſend me r, Weid. on pain of our high 


diſpleaſure. 
; Be. l' put bis fidelity. to the full proof 


(fide) I am ſurpriſed my friend the Vizier would 


not interpoſe in my behalf, not even to condole 


or comfort me. Pray was there no other letter 
came with this? | 
Zeb. No; as I am an he man, this is all 
the letter I got—Except the one I dropp'd (ade). 
Baſſa. Then I muſt die! | 
Zeb. Do, my Lord, it will prove your great 


| pale and your readineſs to oblige the Grand 


Signior, dear, yes, my Lofd, and here your 
Lordſhip may have all done in your on houle, 
ſo comfortable every thing; all the conveniencies 
of death here within yourſelf; your own truſty 


mutes, with a fine ſoft ſilk ſtring, will choak you 
ſo genily; and then you have your own faithful 
Þlack Babouc, with his ſhining ſcimeter of Da- 


maſcus too—he'll flive off your head; I warrant 


_ he'll do it fo neatly, that you'll never ſay after, 


66 Babouc, 


OR, A FROLIC'IN BAGDAD: 299 
&« Babouc, you did hurt me that dimer” In N 


them to prepare (going). ny 
Baſſa. But, my good ſteward, ptepard your 
own accounts, Fl look over your book es. 


Zeb. Then Babouc will have the firſt ſlice at 8 62 
head (de). 

Baſſa. I'll leave a fair name behind oy bring 
hither your accounts. 

Zeb. Oh! my dear lord, you and your head 
are old acquaintance, and ſince you're ſo ſoon to 
part for ever, at ſuch a time dont think of trou- 

ing it with my fooliſh totums of ſugar, rice, 
coffee, and candles. You mutes, you miniſters 
of death prepare (eating to the offcers). 

Baſſa. Prepare ſupper. | 

Zeb. You forget your Highneſs was engaged t to 
ſup above with Mahomer. 

Baſſa. Ha, ha, ha! Why no; on ſend * an 
apology. 

Zeb. Apology BY 

Baſſa. Ay, and you ſhall take it, 

Zeb. Me z 

Baſſa. Or ſuppoſe, Zebede, you go ſup with 
him in my ſtead ? 

"9 Thank you, Sir; but I eat no ſupper now⸗- 
a-days. 

Baſſa. Refuſe the honour of ſupping above wich, 
our great prophet ! 

Zeb. Tis a great honour, but I'd rather eat 
even a pork chap here below, than partake of the 
fineſt feaſt that was ever prepar d above for Ma- 
homet's table. 

Baſſa. (Changing to firm reſentment) Where's 
the other letter you received for me? 

Leb. Ruin'd! Somebody's told him. (afide. 
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and terriſed). Oh! mercy, my lord; as 1 hops 
for heaven, I dropt it out of my pocht. | 

Baſſe. Then heaven ſhall be your teward; ort | 
for your negligence of ſuch a precious charge, 
next your perfidy in denying you rive Wy 


Diſpatch him. (10 the mutes) 


Zeb. Oh Lord! where, where is this 1 | 
Baſſa. Here e ns TREE to me "OY n 
ere angel. | $ 


Enter 5 ln, aref 'd. 


Crum. Ay; brought to him by me Aa big 
other—You ſee what a pair of fine angels we arg. $7 
Come, my friend— 
Baſſa. > mh your duty (to the mutes, wha 
be drops on his knees). "7s 

Zeb. Oh! fave my life! e 


7 12 


F 


Enter An$ALOM, richly babited. 
4% My uncle in the hands of the mutes dread 


Lord, I claim one of the three requeſts you pro- 
mis'd me. Whatever be his crime pardon it. 


Crum. Half the promiſes were mine; ſo let 
him be half choak'd. 

A. Hold. . 

Crum. Be quiet; his crime deſerves death, 
Pray what has he done, my Lord? (to Baſſa) 
eb. This my nephew! (/ooking with ſur pr jo: at 
Abſalom). 

Baſſa. The important ſervice of bringing me 
that letter, loſt by his negligence, has a claim 


much beyond that promiſe. Live. (zo Zebede: 


the mutes quit him). 
Zeb, Gracious Highneſs Oh! dear, dear ne- 
phew— 
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nephew you dama'd ſcoundrel; why did you 
give him the letter q (apart) my beloved l 
you have ſav d my life — Il hang you; you pick'd 
my pocket, you thief. (apart) 


Baſſa. Inſtantly let me lee 0 ebenes hen 


quit my ſervice and my fight for ever. 
[ Exeunt Baſſa and attendants. Zebede, on the op- 
poſite fide, wilh a revengeful look at Abſalom, 7 
Crum. Now, why would you interfere? 
little ſqueeze of the bow-ltring would have — 
no harm to the Jew, _ 
_ As. What brought my uncle into this ſcrape? 
Crum. Your's! Well, 1 wou'dn't ſuffer fuck 
a rogue to be an uncle of mine, nor even my fa- 
ther -tho' according to the preſent ſtate of 
things, no man can be born before his father; yet 
if mine was a bad man, I'd diſinherit him, I would 
by—Zebede s as great a little old robber Since 
now you've money, never own ſuch a raſcally 
relation. I and my guitar are tun'd for a frolic. 
I muſt ſally now into the ſtreets in ſearch of a 
night adventure, to lay in a morning's hearty 
laugh for the Baſſa. You'll come. When I'm 


in my joking humour I like to have one in com- 


pany that's able to fight for me. I can fight my- 
ſelf, bur I'd as leave let it alone. Indeed I-have 
never beem match'd; bigger than mylelt won't 
fight me; leſs than myſelf I ſcorn to fight; and 
a man exactly my own ſize muſt be ſuch a miicro- 
coſm, ſach a neat picture of perfection, that I 
could not find it in my heart to hurt him. Come. 


Abf. Pm engag'd, Sir. Near my time to meet 
Dota at the Friar's, and then to ſupper with the 


taylor. (/e) 
Crum. Nay, do come boy. 
Abſ. You muſt excuſe me to-night, Giv—Every 
expenee 
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Croſs-Leg may be at, I am now able 
to reimburſe. (aide) Good bye, generous Sir, 
I humbly thank you for the honour Pa "ive: 
procur'd me 

_ *Crum. Aye, but don't, like other great men, 
forget the friend that raiſed you; ſo as I'm go- 
ing to-night upon perhaps ſome dangerous fro. 
lic, if in your walks you ſhould find any hard 
"fiſts rais'd over my fine head, remember, my 
\ brave barber, my end and ſhield are your ra- 


zor and baſon. 
= [ Exeunt ſeveraly, 


END QF THE FIRST ACT» 


OR, A FROLIC nt BAGDAD: 30 


* ” . « # * of 
N 
0 p 7” . 
* . P 1 * —_ : 
- 
. - . * „ * . 
- 
ou 


SCENE 1. 


Evening A Areet; Caces-Lxo! s Houſe, near the 
front; towards the back, the Doctor's and 
ZeBEDE's. A tumultuous huxzaing without, © 


Enter Capt, Oxeiczas, cn IER, and a concourſe of 
people; ZEBEDE and F with a * 
Following. 


CAb r. 


Cslen, proclaim * erf ö 
Crier. All take notice, by order of his High- 
« neſs the Baſſa. Any Chriſtian who offends 4 
Muſſulman, ſhall receive the baſtinado; and death 
* 15 the puniſhment if he kills one, even by chance.” 
Zeb. (apart to Croſs-Leg) Ah! ha! Did you, 
hear that, maſter Croſs-Leg ! 
Crier. * Take notice, That any Jew who kills a 
AR ts ſhall be hung on a gibbet thirty feet | 
1 3”, 
Crofs- Leg. (apart to 7 ebede) Did you hear that, 
old Zebede. (Zebede ſneaks into his houſe.) i 
dat, 


|  Cadi. Now to the market- place, and the fo 
gates. e Zreunt all. 
 Croſs-L. What could have wrought this ſudden 
change in the Baſſa, he that was always ſuch 4 
friend to the Chriſtians to begin now to perfecute 
vs ! Yet, ha! ha! ha! I'm glad the Jews are in- 
cluded, for ſake of that old arch knave Zebede. 
Wife, Juggy, Juggy. (calls and knocks at 'the 
door) Hanged ! I ſhall dread to handle my ſhareg 
to take a meaſure, fof fear they ſhould take an 
affidavit I'm going to ſnip off the tip of their fingers. 
My *prentice boy is a Muſſulman, and if I ould 
kick him, though I even caught him cribbing m 
cabbage, I'm lugg'd before the Cadi, and baſti- 
nado'd with my own lapboard. My wife is {6 
buſy preparing our ſupper, that I fancy ſhe doesn't 
hear me (knocks loud). Abſalom. and Dota by 
this time are married, and if they bring the jolly 
father, Anſelem; with them, I've got a gleſs of 
d Cypruſs wine here (pointing to his. baſhet).. - 
es neceſſary; for this plaguy proclamation has 
let down my ſpirits, and taken away my appetite 
A angerous to be in the ſtreet! Now if we had all 
our little company ſafe within the walls of my 
caſtle, and ſome merry fellow to tickle the guitar, 
white I tune up my ſmall pipes, in a chearful ſong, 
I'd lock my doors for the night, and we'd all be as 
ſaug as the lady in the lobſter (Crumpy ings wilb- 
out). What's yonder! a Muſſulman'! Il get out 
of his way (knocks very loud at his door)—Deaften, 
this wife of mine. Juggy ! (calls, Juggy opens 
the door). fs een 
Juge y. Now, huſband, what kept you ſo long? 
Cre/s-L, 1 ſay, wife, what kept you ſo long? 


Enter 
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Du Crumpy, playing an his guitar. 
Cum. Oh! honeſt friend. © \ 
Croſi- L. As you ſay, Sir, it's a very fine night; 
heaven fave the-firmament! | t: 
6 + 14 [Goes in and ſbuts the door haſtily. 
Crum. What's the matter with all the Chriſtians 
and Jews I meet in the ſtreet ? I frighten them 
away, as if I was ſome hob-goblin!:Even the 
pretty girls trip from me, that us d to take ſuch | 
leaſure in liſt ning to my guitar, laughing at my 
jokes, and throwing up their veils to caſt lauguiſh- 
ing ogles on my comely perſon - Nobody! (bot 
ing about) I begin to deſpair af an adventure 
Though by my office, I'm priviledged to ſay what 
I pleaſe, yet the character of jeſter is difficult to 
ſupport. —He ! he! he! my introducing the bar» 
ber into his preſence was rather lucky; yet, I've 
got ſome how flat - being obliged to tell the ſame 
ory three times over, and my patron-is always 
gaping for new jokes, like oyſters at law ride—Oh ! 
or a nice neat ſtory to have for the Baſſa I'd 
venture a few knocks o'the pate, or even get into 
a hobble for one - but I can meet with no living 
being, except our Turks, and they're ſo muz'd 
with their betel and opium—my only gig is 
amongſt Jews and Chriſtianz——none can I meet 
—the devil—l can't make fun out of the poſts and 
window-ſhutters ! I'll try if my inſtrument can't 
draw ſome company about me; if it's only a few 
cocks and hens. (Sits on @ bench at Croſs-Leg s 
door and plays, Croſs-Legs opens a window and 
looks out) „ | 5 
Creſ-L. A rare muſician! If he wasn't a Muſ- 
ſulman I'd---but it's now ſa dangerous even to 
talk to one, for fear of giving the leaſt offence. 
vo. 11, RR Ha! 
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- the proclamation—I'm 


Ha! ha! bal ould, ike to invite PO in, 


his guitar would add fock Bite to our little enter. 
tainment (afide)—(Crampy plays) ) Oh! tweetl ]. 


think as we are all ſuch quiet folks; cherela no dan 


ger of a quarrel to * under the penalty of 

rongly tempted to ven- 
ture Juggy! come here and hſten—ſhe is ſo buſy 
2 ſupper—Pl aſæ him in; Ii} try this 


mper firſt, and if he's good-humoyr'd there 


be no feat of—{throws n Crangy-) 


Cram. Heyl 

Crofs-L. In trying his patience, l fear 1've try 'd 
his Kull! 

- Crum, Lucky Þve f many yards of myſtio i in 
my turban ! 

Crofs-L. Sir, I af pardon, 1 thought nobody 
was there, - 

Crum. No body—Yes, Sir, but pray mind there's 
ſome head here— Ha! ha! ha! My friend, da 
you know you've made me laugh? 5 
' Crofs-L. Well, Vd take two knocks on my pate 
before you could make me laugh ſoͤ— 

Crum. I'm 2 to think, that if my head 
had been a glaſs bottle, what a elatter you'd havg 
made about my ears. 

Creſs-L. Sir, I only intended to glear the pot for 


freſh flowers in the morning. 


Crum. Ha! ha! ha! All wet! Yau rogue, you 
muſt have ſtain'd my veſt. 

Creſs-I.. Oh! my dear Sir !—Tf you had only 
light enough to ſee my fign, you'd find that Croſs- 
Leg, the taylor, has done no fault b what he can 
eaſily rectify. 

Crum. A taylor I— Oh, wizas you ſpoil 
47 clothes, for | the good N ti ade. ud 


! ha! 
| | Graf L, 
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| Croſs-L. Yes; Sir; Ha, ha, ha l And ſince you 
take my blunder in ſuch good humour, if you'll 
only ſend me the ſtuff, E f | 
you a new 'veſt for nothing; and then Sir, your 
guitar is moſt melodiouts. Tent Ap ER AN | 
Croſi-L. Beautiful! He's ſo good-natured too! 
1 think rio harm can come of aſking. him in 
. (affde) Sir; worthy Sir! we've an humble wed- 
ding here to-night; and if yow'll honour us with 
your agrecable company, and partake of our lictle 
ſupper, you'll make us the happieſt of folks. 
Crum. Ha, ha, ha! I delight in a wedding; the 
pleaſantry of the octafion draws out my jokes, 
like party colour d ribbons from a juggler s mouth: 
I'll engage I'll ſet every lad's wiſh agog to be 
a bridegroom, and make the bride laugh, without 
bringing a bluſh into her face; Pray who's to be 
mans ! ny ER | 
Croſs-L. A poor, but very honeſt lad, Sir, one 
Abſalom. 1 
Cum. A barbef? My intimate friend! 
-- Crofs-Ll.. You a friend to-my friend Abſalom! 
Stop a moment, my dear Sir—Juggy !—a light 
' 8928 — i yy | [ Retires. 
Crum. Ha, ha, ha! don't tread down your 
houſe, through your hurry to let me into it— 
but never mind, with a pack of cards T'll build as 
good —l hope no wind will rife till L get out again 
I' fing here, but curſe me if I yenture to dance 
—Ha, ha, ha! Abſalom going to be married! 
Sly rogue! woud'n't tell me ! but I find the taylor 


don't know of the barber's good fortune, by my | 
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- aroſe. i 'Do, Sir, pleaſe to walk -in—we- 1 
Abſalom and his bride every moment from 
the Friar's —You'll have a ſo-ſo ſupper; but a 
hearty welcome — We ve only got a bir of fiſh, Sir, 
as it's Friday. 
Crum. Never talk ! I'd ſup with my INE" upon 
A the fin of a herring—if any fun ſhould offer here, 
I' make the moſt of it. (ade? 
rg. L. Pray ſtepi in. Sir—Pleaſe to do. Sr 
| my door is low. - 
: Crum. And we tall e H 
0 9 -L. Juggy, hold the light (they go in, 4 | 
; the door ſputs) (within) up ſtairs, Sir—this way, 
.Sir—have a care, there's an ugly turn 
Cum. (within) All very well! How do you do 
Ma'am, Ha! ha! ha! * fen | 


Enter Aus Alo and Dona. "Aga Mb 

Abo. The facetious father Anſelm bas 3 us 

ſo long, that poor ue nN 5 ſupper * be 
"waning. 20 


Enter Happy, from er : 


Hab. 1 think. that's Abſalom's voice? ; 
Dora. Where are you my love? 
Af. So dark, I can — e r che tay- 
lors door. Oh, here! 
Hab. Abſalom an 
A, ls that Habby—Ha, my W- Wbt, my 
5 s gone to bed, and you are come to ſup 
with us. 


Hab. Huſh! are you married? | 
| Croſi-L. 


Kae 


1+ fdſ. Fed a var: 1 ads . yy * oy 
Hab. Then all's Abe Te engag d the mate of 


an Engliſh tartane, that, now lies in the Tygris, 
to take us to one of their factories, and thence 
for Europe by their next ſhips 80 to lay in a 
little ſea-ſtore, Abſalom,. you, ſtep with me to 
our uncle's, I've ſomething there for you. 
ra, do you lip into your Rep-father's the 
Doctor's, and pick up you there what you can. 
A., I thought I had made my fortune to day, 
but Crumpy ſeizing the Baſſa's two other pro- 
miſes, makes it neceſſary to get a little more 
caſh ;. but the taylor is waiting ſupper for us. 
Hb Never mind his ſupper. Come, buft 
NEL omwmneccs Py . 
Dora. But, Abſalom, if we part now, when, 
where, and how ſhall I meet you ? 
Hab. Leave all that to me—Sotftly ! 
- Abſ.. My deareſt! (es her hand) 
Hab. Fooliſh !—You'!l have time enough for 
. kiſſing,-Go, (io Dora) Come -- 5 
[Exeunt. Dora into the Doctors, and Abſalom and 
Habby into Zebedes. 


SCENE II. 
Inſide of Cxoss-Lxo's 


(A Turkiſh Box brings on a table, lays cloth, Sc. and 
| goes off) | z 
Enter Cross-Lee, Crue, and Juecy, laugbing. * 


All. Ha, ha, ha! 


Jug. 
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don c delight in you; you re ſo jocobus. 8 & 


"that is—ini the fmall way. 


' 'Cr 6ſs-L. Yes, Sir, only Fm ſo Tawny a! 
might have my head chopp'd offt. 


to your upper button. 


.aid, ſtarting upon the ſudden ſight of her 


— That's the handſomeſ N Teves 


Cum. Then yoo ik fin in my Wes. | 
8225 Much; . 102 5 s ALFIY 
at comical-chi you on jokers 

— 2. Jokiny ſhould- vings'y comical — 

W, mann can dance do Sir. 1 

rum: Dance ! pray etcuſe ne? 

Jug. Excuſe me, ha,” ha, ha! Lord, mY 1 


4, 


-L. Yea, Sir, 48 as my wife Juggy 
you're quite jocobus. Ha, ha, ha! Poe La 
to equip you with a new fuit. II cut 2 meafure. 
Juggyt the parchment. * 

Crum. Parchment! youll not put me into Pp 
law-ſuit?, | 
Croſi-L. Oh, 590 courtiers. Hs, ha, bat 

Do you know, Sir, Td try to be one ger; 


Crum. What, like me? 


Crum. Oh, ho! maſter taylor, you ve an eye a 


Groſs-L. Right, Sir, Ha, ha, ha! 

Crum. I tell you I was all right till put wrong; 
by accident; when an infant, I was the prettieſt; 
plumpeſt little rogue—why I was named the 
Bloſſom of Beauty and Bud of Delight. 

Fag. Lord! how odd! 7 

Crum. I was an abſolute cherry on the tre. 

Cro/s-L. Then the birds have been pecking at 
yon a good deal, Sir? 

Crum. But one unlucky day, my mother' $ 


ſweet - 
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fweet-heart, ſtruck out my firſt two teeth with 


my coral, ſlapped: one of the bells into this. left 
eye, knocked me off the nurſery- gk and 


breakirig my back, made 
15 ( Jtewing bis bench, 


Alle. Ha, ha, hots t 

Crum. Ay, you may laugh, but this TY 
props my fortune at court Do you know, that 
dy the "help of a ſecond. 2 1 often 
ſtand and laugh at it myſelf? 
_ Les, Sit, and in the front glaſs, you 

unch peepingover, muſt book like the picture 

27 the ape and her̃ brat in the table. Ha, ha, ha! 
Crum, Ay; but if it even grieved mehere 
are eyes, what ſay you to theſe ? So much beauty 
before I reflect that with my -hunch—1 leave all 
my ſorrows behind aer an. x4 and then 
there's a leg. (puts it up) 

- Croſs-L. Rays is, Sir. 1 Jogny, bis ho- 
nour ſtands upon a moſt fine turned er 

Fug. A beautiful calt 1. 


Crum. For all this,” I'll lay the price of my new 


ſuit of clogths, How as good a eg in nr 
as this. | 
C7 -L. Oh, no Sir! No, no. you don't! | 
Crum. (puts up bis other) That's as good. Gad 
I've won! They're fellows, and good * 
too. Ha, ha, ha i 35 
Jug. Very bandſome beautiful 11 
Groſs-L. (apart to Fuggy) Did you ever ſee 
fuch a bandy raſcal? but he's a great man and 
N x flatter him. 
But | proteit huſband I will wait no lon- 


28 Abſalom and Dora; our little ſupper will 


gen- 


F quits ſpoil'd; and lince you have invited this 


. e krrrtn f 


gentleman, and prevented his qettiogra better 
Klebers if be will CORO to Fenn of 
our homely meat. >. R Ita 
Croſs-L. It's certainly very bold of ſuch lowly 
folks as us, to expect that his Highneſs the 
Baſſa 8 chief e would bum himſelf 
to 8 | 3 AY . . 
Jug. Hold your tongue, for here «the ſupper. 
CL. Supper then Pu ſtop: =w_ rating 
ow Bor, with a di 72 of 0, eie. which beg cer 
| n n OR | 


It's as pretty a little es ih 
8 1 free; you know, if filh get's 4 
Croſs-L. It's a nice morſe] i—Jogsy, hg the. 
_ gentleman. + eat" Art 
Crum. Why, faith, you ſeem to live 1 
comfortable here—and your morſel does Ar la 


nicely tempting—1 will eat. (they fit) © „ 


Jug. Do pray, Sir, we had this prepared for A 
young g couple. 

_ Creſs-L. Ay, by their ay father Anſelm 4 
brought . into ſup with his brethren in the 
refectory — thoſe holy fathers, Sir, love to live 


wel. : 
- Crum. If it's holy to live well, this is the mok 
pious diſh I ever taſted. (eating ) x 52 
Then do, Sir, pray eat heartily * 
85-1. Juggy, fill a glaſs— Sir. 
(Fuggy fills, and offers a glaſs to Crumpy. 
Crum. Right, rad ſhould fwim three times 3 
water, ſauce, and wine. (all drink) As I'm a Ma- 
hometan I'm forbid wine; but when I'm men 


you chriſtians 
Croſs-l, 
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82. -L. Right, Sir, At Rome do as Rome 
does. | 

F ug.  (belping Sung) That's ; 4 5 worte. ö 
Sir. 


Crum. Tl tate; it with attention. 4 | | 
| Croſs Ly. Oh, Sir, I don't wonder at t TY 
putting you. into oflice, or giving you a fine pen- 
fion—I'd-do juſt the ſame ; and think you'd do 
ſo by me. You might get body a KKirt of ſome- 
thing pretty at court though? 

Jug. Will you never have done with your bo- 
dies and ſkirts ? Aways ſhewing the taylor! 

_ Crofs-L. 1 won't. (apart to Juggy.) My wife, 
Sir, is as ſharp as à needle; but, Sir, as I was 
ſaying, what a place would I give ſuch. a , 4 
' gentleman as you, were I a Beglerbee, or 2 
lachian deſpot I'd; give you the fineſt W Lan 

2 I believe you are a Holland Stadtholder, 
for you've given me a very ſine Dutch plaice 
— bar muſt try to kick up ſome frolicx 
here to-night, to make out a joke for the Baſſa, 
that bill (/ips a paper into Cruſs- Legs pocket) ſets 
the taylor and. chede by the e that's ſome 
miſchief (aſide) | 
Cg L. Aye, now you talk of us chriſtians, 
Mr. Crumpy, as you are ſuch a great man at 
court, if you'd only uſe your intereſt to get this 
cruel new law againſt us repeal'd 

Crum. New law, what! Oh! true the procla- 
mation. 
| Jug: . Sir, that's what made my good man at 
firſt ſo much afraid of aſking you in, | 
C L. For, Sir, if you ſhould, which is 
impoſſible, be affronted, or receive the ſmalleſt 
hurt under this humble chriſtian roof, what wou'd 
| become of me and my poor orthodox ſpouſy ? 
vol. 11. $$ Crum. 


BP,, * 


: 
&) 
1 
1 
þ 
4 
£ 4 
. 


it has a deal of A indeed; and as 1 have 


Wasn't the Grand Viſiter to Mahomet the ſecond 2 
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| Crum. Eh! this promiſes a joke. (dr) | 

Croſs-L. This fiſh is very fweet, but it has 4 
great many bones! 

Crum. Bones; a good hint (ade) and ſo you 
were afraid if any thing ſhould happen to me in 
your houfe, twould bring you into the clutches 
of the Cadi, and his bailiffs and terrible cate 


| pars, (eats haſtily) 77 


Fug. That we were, Sir. 
Crum. As you ſay, this fiſh is very ſweet, but 


2 curſed narrow ſwallow—-I muſt take care. 
Tug. Pray do, Sir; but don't ſpoil your meal. 
o/5-L. I was ſaying, Sir, this ſeverity to us 
is 5A er hard, was T the Baſſa of Bagdad 
(Crumpy throws himfelf into violent contortion, args 
and gapes.) . 
Fug. You ſee how you get yourſelf laughed at, 
with) your Beglerbegs and Baſhaws, you noodle, 
Cro/s-L. Now, Sir, am I a noodle ? 
Crum, Cluck !—-Clack !— 
Eerimaces and p nts to his throat. 
CL. Ah, Sir, laugh; for ha, ha, ha! I 
can't help laugbing at it myſelf ; — yet, Sir, if 
ou look into hiſtory, as unlikely things have 
88 
Jug. I vow, huſband, your folly makes the 
gentleman laugh fo, that he can't eat—— 
Croſs-L. Why, Sir, now recollect, pray 


cobler ?=And the great Prince Wet 2 
paſtry - cook? 

Crum. Cluck ! 

Jug. Entertaining gentlemen with coblers and A 


. * SH - F 


paſtry-cooks. 


' 
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Crum. Cluck !—-Cluck ! - . . 

Croſs-L. Ha! ha! ha! Well, gie, to be ſure 
it was a good joke, and I'm glad it makes you 
ſo merry; but if Fm not allowi&th be a Baſhaw, 
don't let us have our fiſh cold, ( Crumpy grimaces) 

Jug. Why, buſband, you're ſo very ridiculous, 
that I vow to heaven, if you haven't ſet the gen- 
tleman into convulſions, Sg at you! Do 
pray, Sir, eat your ſupper, never mind 


him 
Cro -L. Oh! well, Sir, with ſubmiſſion to 


your gra wit and grand quality - yet for a man 
to be laugh'd at, at one's own table, tho“ one's 
poor kh 
vg. Why ſure the gentleman can't ſpeak! 
(looking at with terror) I've heard ſay, a fit 
of laughing is as bad as a fit of crying—Eh ! 
—Oh, Lord! huſband, ſomething's the matter ! 
Do Sir, take a glaſs of wine. 
Cro/s-L. No! then I will--Sir, your health ; 
(drinks) which of us now is the laugh againſt ? 
Ha ! ha! 2 1 Fo 
ug med) Mercy Crumpy fo 
.. he fiſh !--a bone 445 in EA hit = 
him on the back. („he bits him) 
Croſs-L. Zounds ! wife, you'll knock his hump 
off, os then he'll loſe his place at court, (Alling 
wine 
Jug. Will you let the bottle alone, and do 
ſomething 
Croſs-L. Oh! very well! but I thought I 
could not do better — 
Fug. Dear Sir, have you finiſh'd your ſupper ? 
(Crumpy groans) | 
G K. No; but his ſupper has finiſh'd him 
$5.2 Jug. 
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Jug g. Les, he's choak'd'! * 
_ Crogfs-L. In our houſe. la Mahometan then 
we ſhall be choak'd! 


Fug. 


do tell us? 


* Croſs-L. Wife, be quiet, 
2 - 8 quiet not only a 

aſla's prime favourite !—if he's found dead in 
our houſe, 


g. He's dead! 


% 
* * 
” F. . YJ 
A * 1 


its bis ear to Crum- 
uſſulman, but the 


you and 1 are thrown over a croſg 
ſtick and hang'd like a pair of breeches. þ 


} 


' GraficL, As Adam, the firſt taylor. 1 


Jug. Ah? ( 


ſcreams)” 


Oh dear j good Sir, —if you can't ſpeaks 


£ 


-L. The devil! IK. you a mind to bring 
the Janizaries upon us? _ 


Jug. This comes of your peeping in BY fireets 
at night you can't fit to your ſupper without 


muſic, and be curs'd to your fine ears! 
8 I'll try ſome 3 down his throat. 


Jug. 


We werehap 


quiet y wait for A 


Stay, 1 
Jug. 
Cr uM, 
Croſi-L. 


I'll cut 


'Do. 


roans 


py an d well, and . | 
bla 


lom and Dora, but you 
muſt bring your great turbans, and your Cranes 
py's and Humpy's i Te IN 
 Crof5-L. I think 


ill 


ON us. 


there's life—Abſalom” s A 
barber, if he was come, he thonld bleed him! 


open 7 2 vein with 1 be ſhears, 


| 


* 


Was that you, juggy? 

Jug. No:? 'twas the man you kill*d—y ou 
wou'd aſk a Turk 'to cat fiſh of a Friday, nd 
then talk of bleeding him with your ſhears. 


3 


Croſs-L. Zounds! I'd bleed him with a pick- 


axe, if it could bring him to life, 8 makes 
aue 


Jug. 


N 


LES | 
2. 
- 
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Did ydu debt & Tim, ſuppoſe you Sen. 
thru the bone down with a horn ſpoon. 
Croſs. L. No; Il pull it up with theſe nut- 


erackers—but' hold, we may ſqueeze out the 


little life he has way ves, my dear, do you 


ſtep down ſtairs, and open the ſtreet. door ſoftly, 


Doctor Quinquina's houſe is not fix doors off: if 


his ſoul is not got out of hearing, the Doctor 


may wWhiſtle it back again: 4 liſten is the ſtreet 
CIEar; = 
Fug. Yes; there's a moon tho | 5 
_ Creſs-L.. Our fide of the way to the Doctors, 


is all in the ſhade, I'll take Crumpy on my back. 


(takes him up) Come along, you moſt ugly fon of 
a broken back !—I wiſh my back had en broke 
before I had aſk d you up my ſtairs, . © | 

. A pretty thing, that honeſt women muſt 


70 to market to buy th for you to choak your- 
elf with; you moft abominable* fright! (/hakes 


him by the ahiſter, it comes off in her band,) Ah 
Croſs-L. Zounds I. have you pluck'd off his 


eye-brow ? By the Lord ſhe'II pull him to pieces 


before I can get him off my back! ¶ Exit Fupgy. 
This little Turk is not as big as half a Chriſtian, 
and yet he's s as s heavy : as two popes. Oh, dear: 


LEG: "-_ Run 
SCE N E II. | 
The Street before Caose 8— Ls G's baut. (Moonlight) 


Enter * GY at * deer, My. 


7 ug. N obody 1 in the way; - and if bord ſhould, | 


what 
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what will become of us? Will you make haſte, 
you Tim CO Ps E | 7 


Eater Cnoss-Lxo ( e with Cavner en 


. Now, Juggy, yo will leave your pat- 
tens in the entry. 

Jug. Come, quick ! 

650% -. Any one in the ſtreet Ik the patrol 
catches us! 

Fug. Stop! Is not that a watchmas? s aff lick- 
ing out-? 

 Craſs-L. Yes; keep back ( frightened) —Oh! 

no! its only a barber's pole. 

ug. Do you think there's any life? 

Croſs-L. Hold your tongue, Give juſt, one 
knock at the Doctor's door. (be ek) What 
the devil do you want to alarm the town: 

g. Lord, how I tremble! I've given ſive 

knocks inſtead of one 

* If this ſame doctor cures him, Why 
then he'll be well—may be—and if he kills him, 
it's only another death added to the doctor's liſt ; 
and I ſhift the danger off my ſhoulders ; i that, 
cloud comes acroſs the moon rarely. 

Dom. (within) Who's there? (they art 

| Croſs-L. It's only Dominique the doftor's 
man wife do you anſwer ? 

Can't you? 

22 L. Anſwer, I tell 7 
Jug. Indeed I ſhan't. _ | 

Grofe-L, And I'm ſure I won't then. 

Dom. Who's there? (very loud) 

Both. It's I! (much terriſy d) 


Dom. And who are you knocking at peoples 
doors 
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doors at night? Go alon ; or I'll call the patrol. 
 Croſs-L. Oh, Lord! : 

Fug. 1 tell you Tim Croſs-Leg, fling Mr. 

- Crampy 3 and let us run away! (Ihe door 


opens ſuddenly, 1 Dottor Ryinguina, and r } 


ruſh out) 

Doc. Qui eſt la, who is dat? You, Dominique 
ſand here. I ſay who are you? It's 40 I 
cannot know any man's face! | 

Croſs-L. Im glad of chat; ru darken my 
voice too. (aide) 

Dot. Speak what you want, or III knock 
your viſage. (laying bold of Dominique) - 

5 5. Sir, it is I! Here is the man. | 

eſents ) 

* Hee” Sir; here is the man. ( points fo 
Criſe-Leg) 

Croſs-L. An't pleaſe you, waſter Doctor, I and 
my mother here - 

Jug. Mother—Sirrah — my word ( apart). 

Croſs-L. She's a midwife, Sir, and having 
been called up to a poor woman that was ſudden- 
ly taken ill, I thought I'd fee her ſafe—ſo com- 
ing along, ſhe defired me—Billy, ſays ſhe, what 
is that leaning againſt that there poſteſs ? I direct- 
ly went to look—for'Pm a very dutiful hoy- 
an't I mammy ? 

Doc. Diable 1—Vat you call me out in de 
ſtreet chattering about you and your W og 
(going in enrag d) 

Croſs=L. Bat, Sir, I've brought you a patient 
Hand he brings you a fee. 

Doct. You are de patient vid de fee? dat is. 
quite anoder ting! 

Croſs-L. Yes, Sir, twas this ventleman— | 
( points to Crumpy). 


Dos. | 


Doc. Sacre Deu vat is dat ? 0 0 N 
| (lbs 25 up at Crumpy and farts) OT” 

Fug. Yes, Sir, *ewas this gentlematz we fk 
. leaning, he ſeem'd to have been taken ill— | 
. Croſs-L. And knowing yon to be a 40 ag | 
= Daoct. Ceſt vrai—dat all de town. knows—l'm 
= 2 very great doctor | 
BH Ceres. L. Finding him ſo bad, we : brought him 
18 to you in hopes 

Dact. Ventre Bleu you. tink 1 am to take N 

into my houſe all de bad vagabond you pick out 
oft the ſtreet? Allez bring him: to the vatch-. 
houſe for to-night, and in de morning dey will 
e bim to de. den e de man from my 
oor ! | : 
43 Jug: Lord, Sirg he's no man but a gentle- 
= þ 906K. Noble Sn, only look . cloſe at him; ; 
__— his fine cloths prove he' s ſome very great perſo· 
page. c 

Doct. Eh! bygar his — do ſhive vid gold 
(ue at Crumpy) + 

Croſs-L. Yes, Sir, if the lining agrees with | 
the outſide, he may turn out z good patient! 

Dock. I vil never turn out a patient; 
bring de gentleman in, I vil cure him in Sort of 
tree minutes. 

. Croſs-L. Move him gently, there—take ere 
of his leg, Juggy... 

Dact. Oui, take care of his jug, le eve 
in and ſpeaks): You, Dominique, aſſiſt to help the 
gentleman up to my laboratory. (Cro/s-Leg and 
Jug put Crumpy in and ſhut the door) 
| _ Crejs-L. Good doctor, there you have him; 
and now, kill or cure him as vou ee 


15685. URS 
| | | "I: 


S W 

Jug. Run for it. (drums and at march 
without) . Grog A Wa 
Patrol. (without) _—_ hour z all's well. | 
in! Cu go ent d = 

. 2 well! (. . | 
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? ng 41 hs) 25 
'Ewer Dona, wi * Dee 150 * 14A 
{aw way ck 1 42-4 wi 
Dora. I've got into ſtap- fatber a 
rounded by his Keletens: nest one 1 
then no chance of athai ſtreet dgor being ne 
again to-night—How ſhall I get out? | 
Abſalom and Habby are waiting for me. Lee 
The Do&or!'s up! ſure ſomebody 's come in be- 
low—ſince I have got my jewels, I muſt, only 


Watch fatima for HR: e 2 ms ball 


door, |! nn gte g N » 8 
Dog. (without) * hi up. els an 
Dora. Oh, Lord! they ve heen robbing the 
church yard: bed wt 19 8) 3% ; 


Dact. (without) Help my patient up here, 

Dora. No; * not a dead man ! | 
Doct. (without) Quick, you Dominique then 
lock the ſtreet 8 Fx vo as > 

Dora, Then I muſt be quick and firſt get out, | 
if 1 can. ( Hands bebind 40 . | 
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E"HUNCHBACK; 


1 


Enter Doero Quieymna. N 


Dod Help the gentilhomme up to my labdira- | 

tory. Here! place him in my own eaſy grand 
chaiſe. (places an elbow chair) We will ſee what 
ve cannot do for him. Conne Dominique. 


ee Downnayy- 
(The Dottor turns aun and logs bold of bim. 5 | 


SKY. - | 
Sit you down, Sir, (brate Dominique into the 
chair, and feels his pulſe without looking at bim) 


Ah! you're much malade ! very bad 


Dam. Not I, Sir! I'm very well. Vol 
Doc. Diable! What, Dominique! Get you 
out of my grand chaiſe. (Dominique riſes) What 
you mean ? Where is the Lek genUemes, nM. 
patient? | 
Dom. Patiently waiting bulbs; Sin 

Doct. And vy you and the midwife no s 


| kim up? 


Dom. Lord, Sir ! the midwife and ber fon Billy 
are gone they flung the gentleman into the hall, 
ſlap'd the door, and run away. 

Dora. (afide) Then the door's not lock'd yer! 

Docs. Dey are rogues !—dey have firſt  pick'd 
his pocket—if ſo, he can't pay me my fee ; but he 
ſeems nobleſſe from his gold coat, fo I will cure 
him at a venture dir, vil you pleaſe to walk up? 
(calling off ) He's en er you go aſfiſt 
im. Exit Dom. 
J vil hold de light for you 1710 1 am not 
too proud for dat. (fakes 4 candle and exit) 

Dora. Now is my time to get out before the 
door is faſten'd for the night. | 

Dea. 


DoF... (without) Dominique briog the gentil- 
homme up us Youſee you muſt carry him |. 
don't knock his head vid de banniſters—he' is 
very weak—ah ! pauvre ?—very well ) —bien 
ſoftly up vid him—ab, hah! (he Doctor walks in 
backwards with the candls; and ftill looking towards 
the door) Dere, now he is fate, and vel up—ſet 
him on his leg on de landing Comment ſe vat 
il, Monſieur? (bowing at the door) Ay, he can- 
not talk, he is ſo weak ;— lift bun up, and bring 
him in, ſet him gently * 
Dom. (without) Lord, if % hasn't a bunch! - 
Dact. Ciel !—'tis Mr. Crumpy the Baſſa's fa- 
vourite Little Hunchback, joker! Mon diew! 
if I cure him it will make my fortune at court, 
tol, lol, lol, take care you, Dominique, don't 
hurt his hump! How do you do, Sir? k 
Dora. Now for it«-(/ſbe blows out the candle in 
the Doctors hand, and exit haſtily. A noiſe nears | 
of falling down ſtairs) | 
Dom. (without) Oh, Lord! 


Enter Doux I ( fighter) 


Doct. Sacre Dieu !—Vat is dat? 

Dom. Huſh! don't make a noiſe, Sir; who 
or whatever that is, it has tumbled the ſick gen- 
tleman from the top of the ſtairs to the bottom. 
—Yes; it has certainly kill'd him! 

Doct. Kill'd de man dead Ahl malheureux, 
den I've loſt my fee! We muſt inſtantly ſend his 
dead body to court, (going) 

Dom. Hold Sir! Do you forget the proclama. 
tion againſt the Chriſtians ? ſo ſevere, that 

TT2 they re 


| 1 6ut of the elty. as faſt as they can 
| —— their effect. Why, Sir, if his hody' 18 
Dac f. Celt vrai, till be ſaid I did kill . 
1 ſhall be hatig'd, and my head will undergo am- 
putation—1 am J 0ſt wwe vat wag nn; that 
did-do dis? 2 
Dom. Lord; Sir! uo time for dr mens; | 
[ theooly thing to think of i is to ſave our lives, * 
getting rid Mr. Crump 's ſoul caſe. ' 
| Do. En verite, twould vex me to be bang d 
for killing fuch wy ugly coquin, if it was even 
me dat did kill him, it would be ſome comfort— - 
ah, ha! I have conceive grand thoughts, Domi- 
nique, we muſt get dis Monſieur Crumpy out of 
my houſe, and 1 have tink of de way to put “ 
him into ſomebody elfe's houſe. Get the 4 rope, 
dat is all 1 vant, and den run up ſtairs and open 
 de::tky-light window dat goes out to aortas 
a-top of my houſe— 05 
Dom: Suppoſe, Sir, vou feel his ul 2 
Dock. Feel a dead man's pulſe! Ah, Hebets! 
| Quick, do. my ene Nog 2 1 
will go up oy HE and open de y-light window, 
while 3 you get de rope. Ih | 
Dom. I don't know ** to find a 8 
Doct. Den if you don't, de Hangman vill find 


one for you and me, allez. F4 4 A 
£ lena. 


+ SCENE 
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SCENE „ 


4 Rom in D 8 Houſe, W accampt tro, 
8 thefts, Arong boxes, Ve. | | 


Enter Happy. - 24 oy | 8 ; | 


Hab. So, Abſalom and Dick with tht; Yo 
ty from uncle and ſtep-father, I have left fafe on 
board the Engliſh loop—my coming back takes 
all ſuſpicipn from me; and PN pick up ſomething 
for myſelf too, and then for Europe with the 
younkers—Egad, old maſter Zebede, we have 
already made à rare haul upon ow cheſts and 
bags here, that will teach you to beat your clerks 
as you've done me. 
' Zeb. (without) Up another ftory. 
Hah. Here he comes to ſee what I've "0 to 
his books, | 4 2 2 


420 8 


Enter Zaoups 4 Cnoss-Lse. At, 


i 26. AYE, this garret is my compring-houks 
ha, ha, hal. 
Croſs-L. Up in the clouds, like my ww 
Zeb, Now [Ang buſineſs ? | 
Creſs-L. Private. OY: 
Zeb. Habby, go down! Oh, ſtop! Have you 
pur .all my accounts into confuſion, to puzzle 
my maſter, the Baſſa, if he ſhould look over 
them? (apart to Habby) 
Hab. Yes, Sir; you: find all here 3 in very fing 
confuſion. [EA. 


Croſs-L, How this draft: of Crumpy's came in- 


to 


326 THE LITTLE. HUNCHBACE 4. 

to my pocket 1 don't know, except it was to 
pay for his ſupper—however, if the Jew here 
will but give me caſh, I'll have made a good, 
night's job of ir. (afide) | 
Zeb. An ao able hogr for you to cally); 

Croſs-L. I thought money never came out of 
ſeaſon with a Jew ; diſcount that bill. (gives it) 

Zeb. 1 have no obje&tioti—that 3 is, for the pre- 
mium—Why this is payable to Mr. Crumpy? . 
| Oh, he has ſent you for the monies ? | | 

| Croſs-L., Yes.—T'm plaguy bad at a lie; I wiſh 

my wife had come. (474 | 
Zeeb. But where is Little Hunchback himſelf ** 
CL. (confus d) He's—I—I—ſuppoſe he's 
at home. — By this the Doctor has made an ana- 
tomy of him. (aide) 
Zeb. Eh! (examining the bill) | 
Croſs-L. Em all on the tenters |. But even if 
Crumpy's death ſhould be found out, I ſhall now 
have money to carry me to Europe with the 
other Chriſtians, that are getting from the Days 
ſa's perſecution. (de) 

Zeb. This is a good bill, but I ſuſpect not 
come honeſtly by; and I cou'd ſtop you Load ity" 
but as yon are a neighbour Iwill pay you the 
whole money, if you give me half. 

Croſs-L. I'm found out. (ade) Why mau 
do you think Id wrong——(embarras'd) | 
 _ Zeb. Huſh! Hunchback is a little impudent 
ſcoundrel—it's nothing to me if any body has 
robb'd, or even cut his aaa pe. 

Creſ5-L. 1 choak him! or know any thing at 
all of his death—Oh, Lord! what do you go to 
"ſay that for? (terrified) 

"Zeb, (ca/mly) Why, is he dead? 

| PE I Croſs-Ls 
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- Croſs-L., How ſhould 1 know whether he- ih 
dead or alive? You've a bad conſcience, Mr. 
Zebede, that's what makes you fo frighten'd as 
pry are. (endeavou ring 10 conceal bis r 1 
tion) | 
Zeb. Me !—why ſhould I'be frighten'd BR] 

Croſs-L. And why ſhould I, if you go to that? 
| Zeb. Why, what the devil are you at? one 
wou'd think you had been concern'd in—— ' - 

Croſ5-L. Every body knows that I'm a man 
that—deſpiſes-all that kind of—what ſort of — 
unlucky diſmal looking ove to bring'a man. 
into. 

Zeb. Diſmal! (looks round): Be quiet, you re 
enough to make one afraid indeed. , * 

Croſs-L. Oh, Lord! (afide) (a brick falls 4 
the chimney) What do you do that for? None of 
your tricks. 

Zeb. I'm in no 8 for tricks! 7 2 

7 en'd) 

. Croſs-L. Mr. Crumpy may be dead for what I 
know; but if he thinks I had any hand in it, I'd 
tell him he lyed—aye, - to his very whiſkers. 


Cruney is let Fre the chimney. 


Zeb, What's that! (looking at Crumpy) | 
[ Croſs-Leg ſneaks off. 
| (Zebede falls on bis face) Are you the devil, or 
the cat ? —but what could bring puſs in a pair of 
or} breeches—it is certainly the -O! Samuel, 
aul, and the Witch of Endor I Oh! don't ſtare 
ſo with your big bull's eyes, and your wide 
mouth like a maiden ray. (Crumpy ſtoops bis body) 
Oh! | tg are very polite Eh he looks—if it 
ſhould be a live man, he's a robber! I'll drag this 


11 


es krrria nm CN 


t cheſt of plate and Golan out uf this Yoln, : 
Silt Thad 1 here to help me, it's ſo heas 
ry. 5 of the chef with. 15 —_ | all. 
reugth io it as: of | 
We ſuddenly falls and pulls 4 — 1 ) On 
death of Iſrael !-the cheſſ is empty! I Grumpy 
zou) What, you know that, yon thick; (riſes | 
| beftily, apens the lid and loubs in) Wes, my money 
and * is all gone, and you've come down my 
chimney for more, you drop - gibbet !—but I Will 
defend my property, if you were Bel and tha 
3 Dragon (frikes Crumpy zpho falls) you banditti 
1 —bandeliro !—you Arab, plunderer of caravaus; 
come before the Oadi, fpeak—Eh1=-be's s. dead! 
—bleſs me! If it ſhould be I that bas kill'd him 
a bunch! ſave me, if it isn't Mr. Crumpy him- 
ſelf only come down: e y to play his 
Jon upon me—0or if it ſhould be be that did 
ob my cheſt, the: Baſfa will never beheve me 
be s dead |—now I recollect the —_—— 
againſt the Jews! If this is found out, it 
certain death for me; and as I'm already 
diſgrace nobody ſaw me ſtrike him fen —— 
in the ſtreets, and ſo near morning, the watch 
are gone off their ſtands. Tou ugly little brute! 
Vou was my plague when alive, and now you 
muſt throw your death upon me with your gam- 
bols: (feels Crumpy) He is yet warm, but once 
he's out of my. houſe, let him-die or live] Come 
on my back, and the devil carry yourſelf oe 


A e | 


[Exit with cu on his back 


Sci 


* 
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SCENE VI; and laft. | 
The Street, (Day break.) 


Enter Craxx and Canin-ov. (Crank elevated 
with wins) ARES 


Crank. The Chriſtian paſſengers are waiting in 
my floop—they'll find brandy enough in me 
lockers to amuſe them—tell them we will fall | 
down the pool this tide. \# [ Exit Bey. 


Enter Tznzvs with C RUMPY on bis back. 


Theſe pippin-ſqueezers to break up company 
we never begin to cotton together and be jully 
till it comes to the little hours. (ug) 
How can we depart, _ | ny 
„When friendſhip has grappled each man by the 
q . e | 
Zeb. (Having placed Crumpy againſi the wall) 
There, ſtand or tumble down for Zebede—good 
morning to you, Mr. Crumpy. (going) ' 
Crank, Holloa! ſtop! ! | 
Zeb, Yes; there he ſtops for you. 
| | T 
Crank. Take one bottle with me—you won't? 
—a pint—then you're a ſneaking raſcal ! So that's 
your Bagdad Scanderoon manners. I wiſh 1 was 
back again in Old England. What a country 
this is, that I can't get one honeſt fellow to take 
a bottle with me! 


Crum. Cluck ! Cluck ! 
VOL, II. v u Crank. 


* 4 0. — * = _ * 
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| ” ve my capital Turk, upon my honor ! How do 
2 t expect 001 take off your hat, becauſe 
take a glaſs with me, or I muſt turn in.—EhI! 
what d'ye ſay? Oh! I know you're not allow'd. 


may give a civil anſwer though—who minds 
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Crank. Who's that ? (turns and looks at Crump) 1 


Sir? (bows) Yop might make a leg, 1 


you have none—will you do. me the favor to 


wine none of your winking! over the way they © 
have the beſt liquor - but come along—Eh !. you 


your grinning or grunting? Very proud but 
the Grand Turk himſelf need'nt be aſham'd to 
talk to an honeſt fellow. Heark'ye, my lad, if 
you intend to affront me, if I don't lend you a 
dowſe o' the cheek. (Frites him down) Riſe and 
fland up to me, I ſcorn to ſtrike a fall'n enemy. 


Enter Cap and Janizaries G. 


Cadi. Seize him! 6 
Crank. Will you drink a bottle with me? 
Cadi. Yonder's his Highneſs the mon himſelf 
coming from the que. 
Enter the BasSA (attended), Bazovc, ' ZEBEDE, 
Doctor, Crxoss-LtG and Juso, followed. 9 a 
crowd, Cc. 


Baſſa. The matter here? 
Cadi. Pleaſe your Highneſs this Chriſtian has 
kill'd a Muſſulman! 
Baſſa. Heavens! It's Hunchback ! ( looks 2 
on him attentively) 
L. How I tremble If he finds out 
etwas 


OR, A FROLIC IN BAGDAD. 35 


'twas I Oh cruel man! (79 Crank) How could: 
you be ſo wicked as to take his life? 

Fug. (apart to Croſi-Leg) Don't go near the 
dong or it will bleed | 

DoF. Nobody ſuſpect twas I did kill him. I. 
am ſo frighten'd. (ae?) n 

Zeb. | have got his murder off my: ſhoulders 
mighty lucky! (afide) What a wicked man you! 
muſt be to kilt my dear little friend! - 

Baſſa. What proof, that this is the murderer ect 

Crank. Pleaſe your worſhip—Mr.—my- Lord 
Mayor—I confeſs I gave this pretty little gen- 
len a ſmack, but if it did kill him, 'twas in 
my own defence. 

Baſſa. How? | 

Crank. I can't drink alone he wou'dn't drink 
with me— I ſhould die without drinking - ſo let 
your jury of twelve bring it in manſlaughter. | 

Baſſa. (apart to Babouc,) I've thought of a 
method to come at the truth of this affair 
Whoever kill'd him, inſtead of puniſhment, ſhall 
have a reward. This buffoon was once my fa- 
vorite, but growing moſt intolerably dull, I've 
long wiſh'd him out of my way. Gaye the Bricon 
a purſe of a thouſand tomilees. 

Crank, If I've. killd a man, I cou'd weep for 
4 but the price of blood ſhall never ſtain this 

and. 

Zeb. ] cou'd cry myſelf for poor Cruntopyu— ble 
give me the purſe, for tinding you wanted to get 
rid of him, to oblige your Highneis, twas I that 

kill'd him. 

Def. You! Begar i ir was I dat did de murder 
him, to pleuſe you, my Lord, vid von grande 
kick of iny fiſt I did give him de fine knock, a 

PV 2 tumble 
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tumble down my tree pair of ſtair; and den 10d. 


drop his body down your chimney—ſo give de. 5 
money | 


| fure of his being killd 


Croſe-L. To me (holds out bis band) for with 
a fiſh bone, at my houſe, I gave him the fatal 
Cluck !—Cluck ! Cad, F brov that I might be 

Ri him” to the 
Doctor 8. wi 
Jug. Aye; but who went to the . to Gag 


oh chat fiſh f I My Lord; on the word of a woman, 


'twas I that put the very bone on N plate that 


ſtuck in his throttle 


Baſſa. So the reward has extorted a confeſſion 
I wanted, and convicted you all of intentional 
murder from your own lips—Guards ſeize them 
In reality his death grieves me, and the man that 
extracts the bone, and reſtores the life of my pave 
favourite, ſhall have the purſe I promis'd. BE 

| Crum. Then that man am I (puts bis * 
to his mayth and takes out the bone) lay the caſh”. 
here (Bolle out his other band, ſprings up, Jings and 
capers J. 

Baſja. What is this! (amez'd) 

Crum. A frolick; ha, ha, ha!—Pve fuffertd 
this delicate little body of mine tobe lug'd, thumpt, 
jumbled and tumbled all night, only to make by 
laugh for you -this morning—and if you don 
laugh, you may be cram'd into chimnies, wo 
kick'd down ſtairs r in future for Crumpy, 

Zeb, What! 3 

Docs. Comment ! | 

Croſs-L. Juggy l —=(Crumpy grimaces to them 4s 
he appear d when cboat d) 

Baſſa. Why, by Mahomet, the ſtory promiſes 


a laughable night's frolick indeed! but all, but 


the 
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the honeſt Captain, whoſe truth was above hope 
of reward, or fear of puniſhment, ſhall die. 

Crum. I Sieur Crumpy, Lord Chief Juſtice 
Joker, ſwear upon my hunch and honour, that 
nobody ſhall die, except Zebede the Jew,' Quin- 
quipa the Doctor, Croſs-Leg the Taylor, and 
Dame Juggy, his orthodox ſpouſy. 1 


Enter Officer and Guards, with 3 Don a, | 
and other Chriſtians, (priſoners). 


Officer. My Lord, we took theſe fu pected 
Chriſtians, with thoſe rich FA on board 
bales, caſkets, G. 
Crank. My loop, an info t to the En . flag, 
my Lord ! 5 
Crum, A truce! 
Baſſa. (To Abſalom) What, my preſerver flying 
from my favour | 
Abj. J fear'd, Sir, I ſhould forfeit that, by 
turning Chriſtian, and, converted by Dora, here 


I 


Zeb, (looks at the caſkets) You began your 
Chriſtianity by robbing your uncle—uſtice, : my 
Lord, on this caitiff. 

Crum. Stop; well remembered ! the barber 
and I here have yet two premiſes to claim; one 
is, that you'll give the purſe to the generous cap- 
tain, to give to me when I refuſe next to drink 
with him—the other, that you'll repeal the law 
againſt the Chriſtians—and the other— 

Baſſa. What three ? | 

Crum. Be quiet this is the beſt of all—that _ 
you'll hang Zebede and the Doctor, if they don't 
give conſent and capital fortunes to > this worthy 


young couple, 
Baſſa. 


merrily, my I be choak'd wich a whalebone. 


* 
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Baſſa. Preſuming on my friend the Vizier's 
favour, 1 grant them, 
Crum. I grant you ſhou d Christians, Turks, | 
Jews, my ſeeming death has prov'd that my kind! 
maſter, wou'd mourn. my worthleſs life! and when 
I ceaſe to wiſh that iny Patron may live long and 


THE END, 


e 
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e 
SCENE I. | 


The banks of the river St. Laurence 4 Fort in 


5 view. 


Enter Sion RochErok r, in regal Indian dreſs. 


+ 


 ROCHEFORT: 


Sokoktt bring the- canoe over- this neck of 
land, as we've another river to croſs. 


Enter Sogoxt, on bis Bead a canoe, which * refs 
Against a tree, 


Sok. So wo here brought us from our coun 
try; Iroquois, is it to hunt, to fiſh, or take pri- 


ſoner ? tell us King Simon. 
Roche. Twenty years ſince I poſſeſs d yon tract 
VOL, 1. x x 1 


* 
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of land, granted to my anceſtors by our King of 
France. I en joy'd it till a new Governor of Ca- 


nada diſpoſſeſs'd me, to beſtow it on one of his 


creatures they left me * but one ſmall 
marſhy iſland—l retired in diſgu 

woods—you received me with Kindneſs, and for 
the ſervices I render'd- you-in your wars againſt 


the Hurons, you elected me your King, x 


So. Good King Simon! 


Koche. On my departure'I committed my only 


child to the care of a poor Baſket- maker and for his 
| ſake, affiſted by my Indian ſubjects, I'm deter- 
min'd, if poſſible; to recover my right. 

Sok. But what right had King in Europe, to 
grant our land here in America? 

Roche. Here comes the faithful Indian, my 
agent, a do- meſtic in the family of Count Pepin, 
the ſon of him that uſurpꝰd my lands. 


Enter Git ICHIKOU, in rich livery. 


Well, how go we on; Chichikou ? 

Chi, Me have ſet maſter all on wiſh for little 
iſland; I tell him *tis good for beaver hunt; 
he ſend now man to bid owner come to him, dat 
will draw him down to river fide. © 

Roche, Right, the means by which 1 hope to 
recover my lands, are to get the Count into my 
power; you and your fellows muſt lie in ambuſh 


but remember, no re the cane, 


and wait. LExit. 
Sok. (Hering a bag). I go now fit down and 
Eat. , 
Chi. Countryman, me eat vid you. 
Sok, Do you come out maſter's houſe faſting ?' 

f Chi. 


5 


to your friendly 
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Chi. Yes, me vill never eat de bread of de man 
me going to betray, © vY i ball 
Sol. Come den, eat. * {They Retire 
Enter WATTLE, croſſing with. a bundle of Ofiers on 
his head, and another under his arm. 

Wat. Heigho ! what's to become of me, a poor 
wandering Engliſhman, in the, French American 
Colonies; here were ſurrounded by nations and 
tribes; iron Men caſed in copper, Abbenaquis, 
Illenois, and Iroquois ; in this curſed country, had 
I nine lives they'te not worth a cat's whiſker —Oh, 
ſweet London! (Sits on the cance) I wiſh I was this 
moment ſitting in the ſtocks, at Bethnel- green; 
I muſt *liſt for a ſoldier, and a red devil to me! 
and then run away, plague of my unlucky heels! 
But now to go home with theſe oſiers to my maſ- 
ter; only for him I might have ſtarved in theſe 
wild foreſts. (Riſes)  » N „ 

. Re-enter Soor. 

Sok. Where be canoe? ſtop French. 

Wat. I'm an Engliſhman. (Drops the ofiers, 
and runs off, Sokoki purſues) * ys 


* 


SCENE Il. 
A rude country, with "a marſhy foint of land, co- 


ver d with oſiers, a ſmall cotfage near the front, 
WILL IA diſcovered at work. LY 


AIR,— WILLIAM. 


From morn till Eve I labour hard, 
In humble occupation, | 
But toils of day night's ſoft reward, 
Why all make my vocation. . 

| 223 Ona 


1 
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One boon deny'd I ſtiſl. muſt arias, 
| _ Tho? tempted now to aſk it, 
* For ever I'm content to weave, AIDS TRL T 
80 love pins up the baſket. f 


No feaſt by day, for as I'm poor, 


Deceitful friends all fly me, ©; > 
Nor care at night to bar my door, a 
| No robber will come nigh me. . 
"ibs One boon deny'd, I ſtill muſt grieve, g 
Tho' tempted now to aſk it, > EY 


For ever I'm content to weave, . 


5 So love pins up the baſket, 


Lincs my father has left me his trade and this 
willow marſh for my inheritance, while Pm able to 
make my baſkets, can find people t to buy them of 
me, and have health to enjoy even the little I pet 
by. them. I'm independent, and therefore happy. - 
Where's this-fimple fool Wattle! (Calls) he ſcarce 
earns his lubſiſtence, but T'll give it to the FN 
; fellow, becaule he wants it, Wattle! 


. * Enter WarrLE (terrified. 8 


Wat. Oh, lord! I 
VVil. What's the matter. 1 

Mat. The ſcalping knife! 1 

Wil. Eh! , | et 5 5 1 

Wat. The tomahawkæ! — | 

Wil. What! * 

Wat. Have I it on? 1 afraid 1 to pat his 
hand to his head.) 

Wil. Ate you afraid you've loſt your head? 8 

Wat. No, only in doubt, if 1 hay” n't loſt my 
hairy cap; do good maſter, to convince me 
I have it ſtill, give my tail a little pluck, gently 
tho! (William plucks his hair.) Yes, I have it. 
Bloody minded cannibals! they'd have ſing'd and 


devour d | 
Wit, 


* 
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Wi , Oh, purſbed by the French Indians ? 

Wat. French! 1 believe they were Scotch 
Indians, and wanted to make a haggies 
now, Sir, do you think this looks like a ſheep's 
head? 

Mil. Oh, you were in Fs of falling i into the 
hands of the Iroquois; but if you have brought. 
me no oſiers how am I to get on with my work? 

Wat. Play day] grand rejoicings! the Count is 
to be married to-morrow, to a great Marquis, 

Wil. Marquis! 

Wat. Stay, I believe it's to the Marquis's 
daughter, | 

Wil. Do they * ſhe's beautiful? 

Wat. Ladies are all ſo, except a few, that are 
ſo ſo. 

Wil, I never thought ladies handſomer than 
other women, till I ſaw that heavenly creature that 
was overſet in the wherry, near the Montreal Road, 


Enter POMAaDEB. 


Pom. I believe I'm near the place—Which i is 
the Baſket-maker. , 

Mal. I am, Sir; I cut down the willows, and , 
he there twiſts them up togetger. 

Pom. Then you are King of Frog Iſland, yonder. 

Wat. Yes, Sir, are you one of my ſubjects 3 

Pom. Sirrah, I'll break your head. | 

Wat. What, you'll knock your own againſt it? 

Wil. I fancy it's me you want. 

Pom. (to William) My maſter, Count W 
deſires to ſee you at the fort. 

Wil. To ſee my ware? a 

Mat. I'll take him up ſome well-finiſh'd . 

Wit. Warcje,—(Beckon to Wattle, who goes 


znta 
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into the cottage) Sir, you muſt take a glaſs of fic 8 
as I can give you. 


Re. enter Warri, vb a wicker boitle, ah a inp 
Adrinting- born, which be holds bebind his back. 


Wat. Now, cou'dn't you at firſt tell vs you 
. were a ſerving man, without all this circumnaviga- | 
tion, you ſtupid ſcoundrel. 
Pom. Sir, Vil l to Prike 
_ Wattle, who ſhews the can and 
Wat. You'll—So will I—ſo al he, (points 10 
- William) merry lads, all three. 


AIR, TRIO,—WiLL1Am; WATTLE, Poon, 


Wat. TI baſkets can twiſt, yet my bright ruddy face, 
Shews I twiſt a can of good Uqu or, 
Wil. To make him look fine his round body we caſo, 


In a coat of white willow wicker. 
A r bout, Wl 4 


Vat. o your iſnout, 
Wil. Cork firſt out, 
Mat. Throat no doubt, 
All. No cataract tumbles down quicker. ( They arink.) 


Wil. My girl, as young birds in my glaſs their bills dip, 
The white lilly joins to my roſes, 
" Wat. Her eyes ſparkle bright, ſweet and moiſten'd her lips 
And her heart to love it diſpoſes. 
| Lady mine, 
, Take your wine, 
Thoughts combine, 
. Lips to join, 
In kifing we jingle our noſes. 
Shine, | 
«© Nine; 
Wine, 
| Lady mine, 
All. In kiſing we angle. c our noſes, 


— 


.% 
SCENE II. 
An pertinent at the F. ort. 


Enter Count Papin, in morning goun and auer 
a witb a guitar. 


Count. Oh, this happy day! I may ſoon Eh 
the Marquis de Champlain and his niece Claudine, 
my intended bride; ſhall I pleaſe her? Yes, aſ- 
ſurement, ſhe muſt like me. But how to employ 
my time till ſhe comes my eſtate furniſhes ſuch a 
field for luxuriant pleaſure, that I don't know which 
to chuſe ; Ldon't know what to do with myſelf; 
I think I'm now juſt in the humour for ( ring.) 
How lucky it is for us young fellows of eaſe and 
indolence that our old drudging fathers were 
born befor & us. oF 


Enter Vece. 

What's the matter? 1 

Jaques. I thought you rung, Sir. 
Count. Did I! Oh yes; wanted 
curſe me if I know what 1 want, Send Pierre. 
[ Exit Jacques. 
I'll give a ball and trip _ up with my entrechat, 
(dances) 


Enter Prana, 


Eh ! l 
Pierre. n ſaid your Lordſhip call'd me. 
Count, Did I, Oh, aye, true, to——Call Bab- 


tiſte. | . [Exit Pierre 
| | ' Enter 
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Than in our concert with wy Süprano, I'll tickle 
her grand goiit—( /ings) 


þ Enter BanTISTE. 


Well! | | 
Babt. My Lord, Piere ſaid you had eommatich 


| for me. * | 

Count. commands, oh, true, tell the coach- 
man to come hither. ©  , [ Exit Babtifte, 
Tho' I ſhant go out this evening. 


Enter ANDRE. 


Andri. Here am I, Sir.. 

Count. Are you, and what Hy 4%," here ? 

Andre. Why Babtiſte ſaid 

Connt, Oh, ay, true, I wanted you, to tell 
you—l don't want you. 

Andre. The next time, I'll ſend my horſes ts 
you. (afe de) Exit. 

( Count throws himſelf on a R 
Count. Ithopght I wanted a—a—ſomewhat, 


and here comes the very thing. 


Enter Boom. 


Bloom. Oh Sir! Sir ! 7 
Count. Ah! my little houſekeeper! You look 
charmante to-day, Bloom! 

Bloom. Do I Sir? | 

Count. Do you know Bloom, I dreamt laſt 
night, that I was reclin'd here on this very ſopha, 
and that you trip'd over in the prettieſt pitta- pat, 
and kiſſed me. 

Bloom. Sir, dreams go by contrarys, (carifies) 
vat, Sir i 

N Count, 
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unt. Then mine was an omen that 1 ſhou'd: 
ce) harr, ki you, ei 


Enter Cienixou. 


Count. Hem! Ne 
Bloom. I wonder at your impudence Chichi- 
kou : I can't ſhew maſter the bill of fare for ſup 
per, but you muſt come tumbling up againſt 
people. , „„ | | 
_ Chi, You ſhew him bill of fare, he got taſt- 
ing de head diſh. You ſhou'dn't let maſter kiſs 
you know I love, and I be your fellow ſervant. | 

Bloom. You my tellow ſervant, you impudent 
ſaucy ſa vage. TO 
Chi. I'll have you in my power for dis. (afide) 

Sir, yon go down to river fide to get de Marſh 
' Iſland, for you hunt de beaver? de young man 
be below, de maker of baſket dat own it. 

Bloom. A fool come jabbering of beavers and 
baſket-makers, and Sir, I wanted to tell you, 
here's a grand old gentleman in his ſine chariot— 

Count. The Marquis de Champlain and his 
niece ! Vite vite, my good Bloom, now look to 
the ſervants: Every preparation in a ſtile of cle- 
gance! Fly Chichikou, deſire Pomade to attend 


my dreſſing- room. pie ion Piſs 
[ Exennt ſeverally. 
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es. Scl av. 7 Wy | 
4 ſuperb Drawing Room. | 
Enter WarTLE with different N 2 | 


"at. Maſter” s ſo ſhee; piſh, aſham'd to walk up 
8 4 boldy and ſhew his Fe to the cuſtomers; 

YH 1k thetn out for the gentlefolks to fee them 
to advantage; here they are of all forts and 
ſizes. (arranging them on a table) There's a work 
baſket for a lady, that's a pretty thing, there's 
a bread baſket for a Butler, that's a good ting, 
there — 

Bloom. (without) This way, your Ladyſhip. © 

Mat. The Grandees. [Retires, 


Eu Bloont, introducing C LAUDINE, "uh feigns 
e awkward Jimplicity. 


Bloom. Yes, m mp, Lady, my maſter will wait on 
your Ladyſhip. Shall 1 ſhew the old gentlemah | 
up? Your father, I mean my Lady. = 

Clan. Ay, but that old gratkeman is + Lord 
Marquis, and not my father, he's only, =y 
,nuncle. 


Bloom. A Lady ! | well, 1 latter myſelf nere | 
Iictle difference between her and ſome folks. 
Ade, and Exit. 

Clan. (In her natural manner) My fooliſh uncle, 
to bring me here to marry this Count, who, with 
an immenſe fortune, I'm told is a wretch. My 


heart Let pride bids me bluſh to think it, is 
I fear 


n Nasr adaxRR· . 10 


I. feat, wholly poſſeſs d by that humble, pet 
charming young man, who aſſiſted * when * 
barge overſet at Montreal. 

Mar. (without) Why where haye you got too, 
Claudine? | 
Clau. Now to take vp my. faol's part again: 
by continuing the Wiesen character I've aſſumed 
before my uncle, ſince my return from the con- 
vent, I may avoid a match I am ſure I muſt deteſt. 

Did you call me? (in an awkward manner, takes 
out philberts and nut-crackers.) 


Enter Lx Marquis DE CHAMPLAIN. 


Have you crack'd all your philberts, Nuncle ? 
Mar. Child, they're bad for the voice, and as 
I wiſh you to diſplay your accompliſhments, I 
may aſk you to Lag a little chanſon for Count 
Pepin. 
Clas. Well, if I can't ſing, ſure I. can make 
him a fine curteſy; but where is the gentleman ? 
Mar. Let me ſee the Lady, 8 what I'd 
have you to ſhew yourſelf, 
C 3 (Stares) Eh! 
. Mar. Dear, dear, they have n her edu- 
cation ſo ſhamefully at that convent where I plac'd 
her. The Count's a man of faſhion, child, and 
you'll certainly diſguſt, where you ſhould endea- 
vour to pleaſd : : look what a noble chateau and 
gardens you'll be miſtreſs of; equipage, liveries ; 
why his very ſervants are ſo grand, that he rattles 
into Quebec with the brilljancy of an Ambaſſador 
—Eh, brilliant! what's all this? (/ eng the wy 
Wat. (advancing) Yes Sir, maſter and 1 are 
baſket- makers. 
Mar. Ah, ah! I like the honeſt induſtry of 
Artiſans, 
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--Clat. The Count 1 may be grand, but he ba 
not rn maaners to keep us waiting ſo —_—_— 


ea, Enter Boon. 5 
Buben. Any commanqs for me your Ladyſhip. 
Clau. This is twice I've ſeen you Madam, bus 

I proteſt I don't know who you are. | 
loom. Count Pepin's houſekeeper, my Ladi * 
Clau. Houſekeeper ! la! how fine you're dreſt 

for a ſervant. Oh! then I ſuppoſe here comes 

"or Count's. valet de chambre. | 


My 
{1 


"Enter Coun Pepin, (bows to Claud ine) 


Pray young man, will you tell your maſter wa; 


are waiting. | ILY 0 4 

Count. Madam 

Mar. Ah! My dear Count give me ave to 
preſent my niece, | 

Clau. Oh Ja !—you, Sir, the Count ! will yon 
pardon me for taking you for the ſervant? (walt! 
1 
Ju. Ha, hem! Claudine 

Bloom. Ha, ha, ha! | 

Wat. Ha, ha, ha! 

Fe e Who is that impudent fellow: lapghing 
at ! 

Count. Scoundrels admitted into the apart 


ments ! 
(thrufts Wattle out and kicks the baſkets after him. 


Clau. This way young woman. 
[Ext with Bloom. 


Count. A whimſical fort of young lady this, 
but politeneſs demands—My Lord I'm very 


happy to fee you, 
Mar. 
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Mar. But Count 1 long roll to e 
from Montreal, ſo my nice will take her coffee, 
and Il give my opinion of your cellar, for I'm the 
beſt judge of wine in all Canada. (Ibe Count rings) 

I've a packet herę from the French Miniſter, for 
. man of the name of Simon Rochefort, an old 

friend of mine, do you know any ſuch? F 

Count. Rochefort! I've heard the name, a fu- 
gitive amongſt the W ny” 


Enter Bloom, ai Senvii N rs cih wine, Se: 
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Pure friendſhip come; with heart in heart conkding, | 
Come Love on Venus“ Doves from Paphos gliding, 
Come God of Wine in ſmiles thy great tun ſtriding. 


Enter PoMADE. 


Pom. Sir, the young man you ſent for is 
below. 

Count. With your en. my Lord 
ſhew him up—T'll give the Marquis a ſpecimen 
of my authority and importance in this Pk 


Enter WILLIAM and PoMaDs. 


Oh—my friend] ſent for you—to—Eh ! Oh, 
true, I recollect you are a—what trade? 
Wi. Sir, I'm a Baſket-maker. 
Mar, (afide) Eh! haven't I ſeen this young 
man before — Oh, yes, the very clever youth that 
allied us at Montreal. 


Count. That little Oſier Illand you occupy, not 
much 


me with the means of life. 
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much conſequence to any body; but an dme | 
3 for Beavers, and my Lord, Beaven 
unting is my darling paſſion ; from it's being fi. 
tuated contiguous to my ground, it will anſwer 
ſome convenience to me—l em e it hi 


, 4-62. e 
Wil. But, Sir, I can't fell i it, N e 4 

Count. Eh! ( ſurprized) 

Wil. The few willows that grow on a ſupply 


Count. But if 1 9 a purchace, perhaps, twice 
its value. 

Mil. Sir, that fone, cho ſmall, is my only patri· 
2 and the crown of France cou'dn't pur- 
chace it. 


Count. No! (whiſpers Pomade, who goes off ) 


You may retire, - Exil Willam, 


| Raſcal! but I'll be revenged! (aide) my Lord, 
do me the honor to accompany me to the water 


ſide, I'll entertain you with an nenen this 
evening ? - 
Mar. I attend your Lordſhip. | 
Count. Who waits there? [Event | 


SCENE III. 
Before WILLIAu's Cottage. | 


Enter ROCHEFORT, Sokokt, and other InDIans, 


Roche. Yonder is the cottage of my old hum- | 
ble friend, if my ſon yet lives—Ha ! the Count 
with his people from the fort; now my faithful 


ſubjects 1s the time to ſhew your attachment to 
me; 


LS mm — -27 
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me; ſeize the Count, put him into a tanoe; and 
addle him back to the Iroquois country, 'but 
none<Sokoki, 1 depend on you to have 
my commands ſtrictly obeyed. Exit 
Sok. Soft! (the Indians gather round bin) or all 
King Simon ſc», we will carry off all de French 
man, woman, and child, we can catch, becauſe 
they take from us our To and fling on- 
try. ieee 
"All. Will ſo. | BER 4 DI 
Chi. Now lie hid on face Aeg Aer 
and when Chichikou give ſignal, whoop, all 
ſpring like rattle-naxke. PE Joey 
Sok. Dis way (they Real of) © 


Enter WarrIE, with baſkets. 


Wat. So, I've made a good market, loſt two 
baſkets and ſold none, that monkeyſied Count 
to fend for us up, and then kick poor people's 
ware about Ay, that's what makes my maſter 
look fo diſmal— I'll trim theſe oſiers ready for 


him. 


(Takes up offers, fits on the ground and oe? | 
to cut the leaves and 8 ) | 


Enter the Count, the Manus, Pouabz, Cur- 
CHIKOU, SERVANTS, and PEASANTS. 105 


Count. You know your orders, ſet fire to ch | 
quarter of this beggarly ſcoundrel's patrimony 
as he calls it. (70 his Servants) a reptile ! dare to 
diſpute my power and pleaſure; Vl not leave a 
willow on the marſh. | 

Wat. What's that | my maſter's Iſland} tw 
Count. 


| Count.” Such trees as * the Ane level with 


your bill hooks, _ 2 | | 
Pat. The man that rovches: 2 twigs Tm 1 lev . 


| ith wy bill-hook. dee, 


Enter W vid. mne 4 SA 
„ no e 
4 Wil. We s the mans a ? T1907 
Count. Once for all, relinquiſh your night i -> 
the iſland ? - William) h 
Mil. Sir, I'll «ſt relinquiſh my richt to | 
breathe. 
Count. You! re the moſt unmanneriy, Rubborn 
the moſt impudent/Plebeian—— 
Wil. For aſſerting the priviledges of a 4 man? 
1 don't envy you the luxuries of life, and yet 
you deprive me of it's ſcanty neceſſaries. | 
Count. My Lord, did: you ever hear the like? 
A — of my rank brav'd, his purpoſes 
fruſtrated by the obſtinacy of a deſpicable, 'raf- 
cally, mechanic—Speaks to me covered too! 
[ Snatches Williams hat * and tbrows it on 
the ground.) in. 
: Wil. My diſtreſs baniſh'd reſpect.” 
Wat. Diſtreſs baniſhes reſpe&, 
(Takes up the hat, puts it on his own bead and 
VNeuti before the Count.) 
| Mar. Count, you marry no niece of mine ? 
Count. My Lord! 
Mar. You don't indeed ! 
Count. Let me tell you, my Lord, a wack of 
engagement, to a man of my diſtinction 
Mar. You are diftinguifhed by fortune; the 
man you wrong has the ſuperior diſtinction of a 


One mind; he ſhines in poverty like a ſtar 1 ** s 
| ark 


dark night, and your wealth and title is a ſpaci- 
ons cathedral, illuminated with a ruſh taper þ 
Wat. (Surveying the Count) A ruth ! A farthing 
candle. „ | 1 7 
Mar. Count, I'll ſuppoſe you diveſted of your 
fine trappings, aud you and that poor Baſket- 
maker, whom you now deſpiſe by ſome unex- 
pected reverſe of fortune, thrown together on 
a deſolate coaſt, we ſhould then ſee which of you 
would prove the better man of diſtinction. | 
Count. Obey your orders (calling off.) Quick | 


Enter CL AUDI, (kneels to the Count.) 


Clau. Oh, Sir, I beſeech you, do not ruin 

this harmleſs young man; do not as you love me. 
Count. Lovel Oh, Ma'am, but 1 loſe the ho- 
nor of your hand- Obey you ſcoundrels ! 

(The iſland is ſeen to blaze—Chichikou yells, the 
Indians ruſh in with loud. cries, ſeize and hurry 
off all but Bloom,” 4who rums intd William's cot- 
tage, and Wattle, who eſcapes at the oppoſite ſide.) 


\ 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. 
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SCENE I. 
Inſide of Wittuan's cottage: . 
matti. (withut) / 


by Holo! Any ſavages here? (Buri) Tor 
ka lonelome our poor cottage—what's to become of 
$2 me? Return to my regiment, I'm ſhot for a deſer- 
ter; here Ive nothing to eat, and follow my maſter, 
1 I'm eaten myſelf—I will follow him tho —l'll get 
* my muſket, and pack up our cloaths in my 
| kpapſack. x 85 [ Exit. 


| 


Enter RocuzrortT. 


Roche. Then the poor old Baſket-Maker, with 
whom I left my ſon, is no more. To prepare my 
child for his hard fortune, as I defired the honeſt 
owner of this cottage, I find brought him up 
as his own, and initiated him in his humble oc- 

cupation 


4 " 
ne + Ss 1 47, xn „ 
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cupation— poor boy ! he has had here but. cold 


comfort; whilſt the inſignificant uſurper of his 


right, revel'd in every luxury—withour a 45555 
too] but friendſhip flies the poor man's dwelling. 


AIR.—Rocnzrorr. . 
When keen adverſity aſfails, 
On friends we call, but friendſhip fails, 
When moſt we want its aid. 
In partial fortune's ſunſhine warm, 
ow can the rich behold; _ 


The houſeleſs head abide the ſtorm, © 
Yet keep a heart ſo cold. 


Re-enter Warrix, with Kuapſaci, Muſlet, and 
as - CAME: nos (A. 


Wat. An Indian! go out, or by the Lord I'll 
blow your dirty viſage thro' the window, if you 
attempt to run away with me. 

Roche. Dont fear, I'll protect you. 

Wat. Arm'd, I'm my own protector, 

Roche, Where's the young man that liv'd here? 

Wat. Your ſwarthy friends Fave claw'd him 
up—Ha, ha, ha! in the midſt of my ſorrow for 
maſter, I can't help laughing, to think how neatly 
they pick'd up the Count too the hawks darted 
down and ſwoop'd him while he was ſtrutting be- 
fore our door—Ha, ha, ha! ſtand faither off 
whilſt I laugh. / 

Roche, Then my Iroquois haye exceeded their 
orders; I ſhudder fax my ſon's ſafety. II 

Wat. Begone, or I'll—no ! then take my goods 
off my hands, (Flings a baſket at him, then with + 
rapidity throwing more, and ſtill taking them from a 

"PS 2 Deäeap, 


ee ee eee, 


bBeap, diſcovers Blo n, bo. J bin under th | 
Hy ry Blom, who gy 1 er them—ſe 
'Go out, get along, beggne, © or Pl pelt you back 


Va 1 


to the Devil. 
© "Bloom. Oh! what will become of me? 

3 Hark'ye, walk off . or I'll throw 

1r] at you. . 

e Seeing Rochefort, runs in ter to Wat. 
tle.) Oh bene Sir, of : "Jour We be 0 
kind as to ſhoot him out. | 

Wat. A lady gives the ord d— reſents 

Roche. Hol: Ls 15 For v h ) 

Wat. Why I think I'd beſt, till T'koow how to 
unkill you again. (Jawers bis piece) 
Bloom. Ah poor Lady Claudine, and the Mar- 
quis, and my chaſter. | 

Wat. All gone with mine; we'd beſt follow 
them: what can we do here ? the whole e 
deſerted, all fled. 5 

Bloom. No home! nor friends 

Roche. I'll conduct you to your friends: my 
boat is moor d here among the ſedges: determine, 
I muſt return quick, to prevent Ee: dangers the 
captives may be expoſed. toz will you venture 
with me? 

Wat. I was venturing nithour you, but come, 


my dear. 4. 
Bloom. 1 go into a boat with a wild man : | ah! 
(runs off.) 


Wat. Silly fool! put your paw in my hand, 
(Pals hands with Rochefort) 2 & be ugly 
e to be ſure, but as 410% Pe l cruſt you, 51 
ou will bring me to my maſter—or if you prove 
a falſe guide, 1 can't riſk my life in a better cauſe 


than in trying to ſerve my benefactor. 


my 
1 . * 
6 - 
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Mat. Unto me tell you ſavage man, | 461 38 

What 18't you mean to do? Pris RL heb rt 
Roche. TIl take you in my little boat, . 
Hat. Von nominate canoe, _ | 

While the flannting gale, i 
Roche, Shall fill the 3 ng ſail, 
tiff ſweet Choeminaboee. 

Both. While the flaunting, &c, _ 


Wat. vu yon of wife, kind ſavage man, 
ou get for me? 
Backs, — on A, golden cheek, 
And teeth of ebony. 
| Like a trout can ſwim, | 
And can tame the tiger grim. 
Wat. With this here twig then tamed the ſhall be, 
While the flaunting gale, 
Shall fill the flapping fail, 
Wok tiff ſweet Choeminaboee. 


ng ( thunder rg. 


[ Exeunt. 


* _—_— 


SCENE = 


A Fareft in the Iroquais Country. 
(De Storm encreaſes) 
Indians in Council, OTCHEGROO preſiding. 0 | 
F ( Diſtant ſhouts) 


Sok. (without). Bring in priſoner, | 
Otch. Oh, here come Sokoki, dat did 80 vp up 


river wid our King Simon. 


— 
© 


Enter So KOKT, 


Sok. Vi have brought de priſoner, but Chichi- 
kou have de more, 
0:4. 


2 


PP. 


ow Mt. 


— 


— + + line ̃ — 8 
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Otcb. In fear Huron nation take vp hatchet, 


while King Simon away, countrymen, have made 


me dere chief. (Sokokz does homage to Otchegroo. Mf 


. 


Enter Suk” with Count Pepin and WILLIAN 


priſoners, OTcaecRoo and InDians look ſome 
time at them, then, with a loud dell, ra raiſe. _ 


Clubs and advance. 


Count F. Oh, bees dea del N 
WILIIAM, who flands erefi, and witb undaunted 
compoſure looks at tem; they fiop aud gaze on him | 


with wonder.) 
Otch. He look brave man, and no fear death; 
Wil. Tis mercy, when fallen into a miſerable 


captivity, yet friends, my death can do you little 


good, my life no harm; it may be uſeful to you, 
give me leave, and Ill try. ( Bow? with jubmiſſion, 


miles, and entreats their patience. "Steps aſide, and 


pulls reeds, graſs, and wild flowers, fits on the flum 2 
of a tree, and begins to weave them—the Count ft 


crouching bebind William, fiugs—the Indians, as 


degrees, approach, hſten, and look an his work | 
with curioſity and pleaſure; having finiſhed the * 


wreath, he riſes, and advancing, places it on Or- 
CHEGROO'S bead. During this the Count ſneaks be- 
bind a tree, OrcnutcrRoo looks Nn pleaſ'd; 
walks ſolemn and pompous.) 

Otch. Be it fine crown ? 

Sok. Very fine and beautiful, pretty handſome. 
— They all look with admiration at the crown, then 
make much of WILLIAM; SOKOKI pauſes, runs and 
drags the CounT from behind the tree, then pulls 
graſs and reeds, which he gives to him). Here, 


Weave. 


Count. What are theſe for, my dear fellow? ef 


tremblin 
80 Sok, 
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| Sok. For you to weave me fine crown. 

Count. Weave | I'm no weaver! I'm a gentle 
Sok. Gentleman! vat be dat. 47 

Count. Why, Sir, a gentleman is—a me, what 
I am, Kya AF | 3 

Oteb. But what can you do? © 5 

Count. Do! don't I tell you I'm a gentleman, 
and do nothing. ; ; 

Otch. Den de gentleman be good for notting. 

Sok. Knock him brain out. (They yell and raiſe 
their clubs.) wy 8 N 
Count. Oh, my ſweet friend, ſave me! (Runs 
bebind WILLIAM.) OC e rh AR 

Wil. Hold! (to the Indians) you miſtake, I am 
but a poor mechanic, and owe even. my ſubſiſtence 
to the labour of my hands; if you confer favors 
on your captives, they are more properly due to 
him who is far my ſuperior in birth, rank, wealth, 
and education. q | 

Count, So I am gentlemen, the lad tells you 
very true; If ever we get back, my dear boy, I'll 
make you ſuch amends; you'll ſee what groves 
you ſhall have a garden of pine apples, for your 
marſhy ſwamp (apart to William) hem! (recovering 
his importance) yes my honeſt wild bucks, as he 
ſays, trades-people, like him, are low vulgar 
bourgeois, a Alen ſpecies from us, they are 
born only to make and weave, and do and contri- 
bute to the eaſe of us noblemen. 

Otch, While you do nothing ? 

Count. Oh, yes, I'll ſhew you what I can do, 
(throws himſelf into a fencing attitude) ha, ha! 
what think you of that (/ings @ ſhort ſtrain) or 
that; or (dances and ſings, in the midſt of whick 
Sokoki puſhes bim.) 

Sok. Vat tink you of dat. 


7 


Count, 


= — 
_ - 
* * 


What infernal ſavages. 


— | 
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. Ha, ha, ba! very comleal, bellt. | 


U No 1 


Otch, But what be uſe in all dis? ? 

Count. Uſe — tis uſeful—and tis uſed when 
we uſe it. (confuſed) 

Sok. Knock him brain out. (59 rat iſe their 


| clubs) 


il. Stop, as you ſeem to approve of my poor 
efforts to oblige you, beſides that little coronet, f 
can make you many other things that you may 
find of real utility, I ſhall want a perſon to pull 
and. bring me the heceflary materials, in fyth 


employment; tho? he's not inured to work, this 


gentleman 
Count. Say man. (apart) 
Wil. This man can ervie to me if you 
will ſpare his life? | 
Otch. We ſpare him for you. 5 
Count. My beſt fellow. afar] to Wi im) | 
So. And he fhall be your ſervant. 
Count. Eh, how—what, ſervant! 
Sof. No! knock him brain Out. 
Count. Hold, hold, I will be any thing. | 
FCok. Vat he have ſo fine cover, he no deſerve, 
you ſhall have his fine cover cloaths, we ſtrip him, 
and put on him bear ſkin; do no ſtand cry 
rate. Go wait upon your maſter. (gives bim a + 


bill-hook) 
Count, Maſter ! ay, now this low bred raſcal. 


will pay me home in kind. (aide) 

Otch. Build a good houſe ſrom de ſan, and de 
rain, make him ſoft bed of bever hair, and put 
dis big bear ſkin over to make him warm. (gives 
one be had been fitting on to Sokokt) Catch de bite 
bird for him eat, de fly bird for him ſong, fiſh 
for Goberques, and cook him, good Sagamity, 


draw de maple wine, fing, dance, every ting to 
make 


* 
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make pleaſure for de great good man; {to ger 
and him {lave there can cat what him leave, and 
ſleep at door of him houſe. (0 the Ct) 


Cant « Eat what him leave, fleep at him 


door !“ Oh that I had been brought up a care. 
penter ; plague of my fencing-malter! l! 

Wil. Your next favor is to ſearch for the lady. 
that I underſtand was ſeized ; grant her kindneſy 
and protection Come Count, don't deſpond, 
tho? fortune has unexpectedly | reverſed our ſitua- 
tion, I ſhall till remember you're my fellow crea- 
ture. 

Count. You're very good—QOh that I ſhould 
live to be told, and even as a compliment, that 
Pepin Comte de Mantemart, Baron de la Bombe 
D'orgueil, Vicomte de Ribambelle, and Che- 
valier de la Toiſon D'or, is fellow creature to A 
baſket-maker, 

Sok. Go to make your * bed. ( puſbex 
Count) 

1ſt. Indian. Go to build your Maſſa houſe. 


2d. Indian. Go to catch your Maſſa aſh. (buf | 


ling him 
Sat. Go to devil. ( puſbes him off ) 


[Exeunt 


? 


SCENE II. 


| Anther part of the Pareſ. 
Enter BLoom, weeping ; ber dreſs diſordered. 


Bloom. What a fool was I, to venture back into | 


ber 
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- our. houſe to look after my dreſs, and ſo fill. 


into the hands of the ſavages, that ſill lay lurk; 
about there; here they ve brought me, and 
hd I've flip'd from them, yet where ſhall 1. run? 


Hide in the buſhes, I may be bit by ſome terrible, 


ſerpent; got no change of cloaths | in two days I. 


ſhall be a ſavage myſelt: oh, how it wou'd com- 
fort me to ſee the face of any body I once. knew. 


in a chriſtian country. I find now we never ſer. 
a proper value upon a man till we fland in need 
of their aſſiſtance. . I lie down and cry We 9 
death. Ls 


Pe Fn « 


Ah me! well a day, Oh! what ſhall I do? ; 

_ - Surrounded by danger, diſtracted, Atl; 5 
I'm cold, wet and weary, and hungry too, 
My 3 are heavy, yer dare not I reſt: 

All helpleſs, afraid, 7 
' Defend me who can; 
Sure never did maid, 
8 80 wiſh for a man. 


The earth is my toilette, the fountain my glaſs, 
How ſtick a pin right, or how ſettle my cap; 
My couch a green bank, there's a ſnake in the graſs, 
A Lion may lay his great head in my lap. 

| All helplefs, afraid, 
Defend me who can; 
Sure never did maid, 
So wiſh for a man. 


— 


Enter Cie. (in Indian areſs) 
Ah! Who's that! x | 
Chi. Bloom! . 
Bloom. Oh joyful moment, my dear ſweet man! 
: Charming 


4 
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Charming Chichikou my beautiful Chichikou! 


How glad I am.td fee you. © Fey 

Chi, You miſtake, you no know me. 

Bloom. Not know my dear, kind, fellow ſer- 
vant! but why did you throw off your livery ? 


Chi. Ha, ha, ha! Me no fellow ſervant; When 


me at home, you call ſaucy impudent ſavage. 


Bloom. I beg your pardon: I was then too well, 


to know myſelt or you. (weeps) Dear, ſweet Chi- 


chikou, dont let me be kill'd by your country- 


men. AA þ | 
Chi, As you in diſtreſs, I forgive you. Love 
Chichikou, him will fiſh, hunt, fight, die for you, 


2 2 AIR— Chichikoa. 


Chichikou if you no love, 
Wild thro? the woods him pat about mad, 
What ſweet Bloom I prize above, 
Your cheek to touch my lippy be glad; 
You white lady of the grove, 
With Iroquois much gamy be had, 


Niſakai, 
We'll have Babilouchins, 
I Ickoueflens, 
Noutchimou papi. 


Shell fiſh claw I from de rock, 
T hunt de bear, tho* him have long nail; 
Like young chick maccaw ſhall flock, 
Fall ſhowers of peach in every gale, 
You ſhall eat de fine peacock 
Before de ſun, him ſpread a fine tail. 
Niſakai, &c. &c. 
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Cravpine Sheouer'd ( aſuep) bound to Den 80- 


sckNE III. re” 
A Thicket: 


g 


, 


o \X 


KOKL and another Indian ſleeping at ſome diftance. 


Bors and arrows and the Calumet hing on the 


gr ound. 
Enter WATTLE. 
5 Wat. SO, I've got a pretty ſouſing, muſt go 


upon the water with an Indian, might as well 
hop off the top of a church with a crow, our 


| boat overſets, and Mr. Savage very compoſedly 


ſkims over the waves to a comfortable dry rock, 
ſhakes his ears, and hey off into the woods. How 
Tlanded, I'm ſure I don't know, except I was ſlap'd 
on ſhore by the fin of a ſhark; I've loſt my 


fowling- piece, or I think I might breakfaſt on a 


parrot this morning. (looking about, ſees Claudine) 
Odſo, Ive got into a lady's bed-chamber, aſleep! . 


bound! poor ſoul ! pleaſe heaven, you ſhall have 


liberty, if there's any edge to a tobacco knife. 

(takes out a knife, going towards. her, ſees one of © 
the Indians, ſtarting back, ſees the other.) I now 

might kill theſe fellows, but for two things, my 
tobacco knife is blunt, and I ſhould'nt like to 
be kill'd myſelf in my ſleep; they ſhan't kill me 
awake tho'. (takes the bows and arrows) Ill hide 
theſe in a buſh. Eh, this is the calumet, with 
this I'm ſafe—for my maſter told me, once one 
can get an Indian to ſmoak this pipe with us, 
they have never been known to hurt a body 


—good 
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good to have ſomething elſe in one's hand 
tho Exit with the Calumet bow, &c 


- Enter WiLLiam. 


il. I am glad to get a moment's breath from 
my new friends, they have almoſt ſmothered me 
with kindneſs—the poor Count - unleſs protected 
by me, they'll certainly put him to death. Hal 
who's here. (ſering Claudine) Heavens! the young 
lady that I ſaved at the Montreal Ferry ; ſhe, too, 
was my kind, tho' unſucceſsful, advocate with 
the Count]! how lovely! can fleep attend ſo 
dreadful a fitnation. (unbinds ber, ſhe wakes) 

Clau. Who's there? It is—the ſpirited young 
man—muſt I twice owe my hfe to you? Every 
circumſtance ſince the Indians ſeized me, ap- 


pears a dream, and now I doubt if I'm yet 


awake. | 
Wil. Fear nothing Madam, I can receive no 
higher ſatisfaction, than to promote your happi- 
neſs, though I owe the Count but few obligations, 
yr gives me pleaſure that I can reſtore you to 
m. ; 
Clau. As I flatter myſelf its not your wiſh to 
diſoblige me, I beg you'll not mention him. 
Wil. Madam, I underſtood —— 
Clau. That a marriage was to have taken place 


between us, ſo. my well-meaning uncle intended: 


Oh heavens! but my own danger has made me 
forget him all this time. Sir, find, relieve, aſſiſt 
my dear Lord, _ * | | 

il. Tl anſwer far his ſafety, I'll ſeek him; in 


the mean time, Madam, if you'll condeſcend to 
repoſe yourſelf at the peaceful aſſylum which theſe 


poor 
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r natives have granted to me, 1 mall eſteem. 
it the gift of Heaven. 
Clau. Well, mind no more of the Cont! in 1 my 
hearing. 


ATRi<--Ciavbint: © 


My uncle, with a heart of fteet, * 
A coxcomb bids me wed; V 
The paſſion he's too wiſe to feel, 
/ That fills my filly head. 5 
While he is old, and I am young, N 
I fear it muſt be ſo; ih 
I he tender heart will prompt the tongue 
I thought obedience frank to ſhew, Ae 
But bluſhing limper'd, dear Sir, No. Key by 


_— 14 
11. | n 
1 


| Sly Cupid comes with liſping grace, 
And © fair Claudine“ he calls; © * 
He peeps, and o'er his cherub face, 
A flaxen ringlet falls. . | 
The boy preſents a charming youth, I 
With ſprightly gay addreſs; 42 
« Miſs, do you like him, ſpeak the truth”: | 
The queſtion gave me ſuch diſtreſs, | 2 5 
I bluſh'd,” and ſimper'd, ſweet boy, yes. 


[ Exe unt, 


Re- enter WaTTIx. 


mut. Vl ſet her at liberty, tho” I loſe my ſkin 
for it; the Devil Gone! thoſe black gentlemen 
then have conjured her away without getting off 


their pillows---if you are wizards, take that, and 


gueſs who gave it you. (Strikes them, and Ext.) 
dk. (Starting from his fleep) Fury! why you 

give me pat? take back. (/trikes Indian.) 
Indian. Me no pat you; take back what me no 


give. (Ceribes Sokoki) my bow and arrow gout 
v0 


OT 4 


et Ras ee off 
Sat. The Calumet! where be- -Come, we. 
hunt chief. e i ee en 
Indian. Thief! thief! _ 


1 


= \ : = 3 


SckNE Iv. 


An extenſtve proſpeft in the Iroquois country.—An Ins | 


dian pavilion near the front. | 
Enter the CounT, in 4 Bear Nin, his bair ſtill in 
dreſs, carrying a load of hewn branches, and a 


veſſel of water, Io Indians with clubs following. * 


Count. V will kind geptlemen—Ah, Ciel! 


Ah, poor Pepin! I'm a moſt unfortunate Noble- 
man ! Oh, dear ! what a figure I ſhould now 
cut in a drawing room; the Ladies would cry, 
what's that the accompliſhed-Count Pepin ? Oh, 
fie] begone you ſhocking monſter—theſe plaguy 


brutes will kill me; they threw me into the river, 


without ever aſking if I could ſwim, but when I 
ſunk, all agreed I was a lovely diver, there I 


repoſed on an oyſter- bed, at the foot of a coral 


tree, with ſome ſportive. ſalmons friſking round 
me, like May birds; but yon devil thinking I 


ſtaid too long below, darts down, and chop, 


brings me up by the ear. Here they make me 
hew down great timber trees—the only wood I 


ever cut was the cedar of my black lead pencil 


and carry water by ferkins, and heaven knows 


J never carried any liquid, but my little bottle 


of Eau de luce; and all this to furniſh my maſ- 
4 | ter, 
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ter, the Baſket-maker's houſe vonder. (e * 
dians point to the pavilion.) 1 will, ſweet Sirs—I 
find a gentleman is a curſed bad trade; I've 
ſerved my time to it, and now here's my occu-· 
pation, 


Ce into the Pavillion, foltrant y the India, 


Enter WILLIAM and CLavores. 


Wil, Here, Madam, you may remain in 

ſafety, while I endeayour to find my Lorxd. 
Clau. What a heavenly ſituation ! x 

Wi. In this native paradiſe, ſee the ſweet , 

bower theſe ferocious, but friendly, people have 


erected for me, 
Clau. Charming indeed! A fit retreat "RY love 


and innocence. { Exeunt into the Pavillion. 


> 


SCENE V. 


A wild ny. cataracis, and hanging, woods in 
; the perſpective. 


Enter Warr LE, with the calumet, a bow and 
arroWs. 


Wat. They're after me; what the devil bu- 
ſineſs had I to meddle with them, where ſhall I 
hide while they canter paſt—but with theſe I'm 
equip'd for peace or war; whoever refuſes to 
| ſmoak the calumet receives an arrow in his 
— without) Who's that ! (terrified) if it 

ould be a tiger, may be he wou'dn't der to 

a ſociable whiff, F 

Otch. (without) Who be dere 


Wat. 


Wat. (Pint) That's not * z: the devil; 
that | cou'dn't keep my tongue quiet, whoever [1 
it is they muſt have e me, if I could make 
* think my voice was an echo, an 15 can 
ſneak out of the reach of their 8 1 
Otch. (without) Be dere nobod Fa | 
Wat. Nobody”. 0 ber Jefity be ind a tree) 


Enter OrcnzGr00, Soxoxr, and Indians, — 


Sat VII never ſlop till J find out tief ſteal my 
bow and r on ſure Nn man's voice 


= 


Juſt now. , of 7 * b 1 Ain 
Oich. Echo ov ler a1 
Wat. Ha! yours * 


Oteb. You hear, dat is codes: 0 
Sol. Eh let me Be you good {ſp 8 1 
Wat. (In the ſame tone) Tes I am. 
Sak. Ha, ha, int dat! ang fas echt. (goes 
to the fide, looks about, anid drag Wattle de 
How you do, Mr. cho; 
0th. Iroquois, bow and arrow ? (taking theis 
om Wattle) ' Ref 290 ginn £997 1663: « and 
Sok. Tis mine, you be tief, rob; me ben 1 
ſleep. rr 
War. I with you hat} never woke..(afide) N 
Orch. Where King Simon be nat, Ide King, 
I eee in wood for pile... 
{ Exeunt Indians. 
Wat. Oh. the caluinet will ſave me. (e 
Will your 9 258 ſmoke a pipe? 
(offers the cane. 


Re-enter Ix bi ans, bringing i in clumgs of wood, 


Otch. You no ſtir. _ 
Wat. What am I to ſtand up here like the 


Monument ? (They place the wood round bim) 80 
VOL, 11. N cauſe, 
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you furround me with wooden walls—a pretty 
turned compliment this. Now I lock like 4 
Lion Rampant on a Dutch Halfpenny. But pray, 


me? >. J. 4091 
2 Enter Is plans, with ee Torches. | 
Oh lord ! e | 
Otab. No ſet fire to wod—burn kim—rote 
ber]: (Tat. Wee digt: 
PT Burn! Burn! Set fire! | | 1 2 
Enter Cuichixov. Boa phos ke 


TE 

Chi. Is that poor Engliſhman stop! a0 

Wat. Ay, ſtop! my dear, kind gentlemen}: 

Chi. Now to make good my promiſe, to my 
ſweet Bloom. (afide) | By) cuſtom of country, 
when relation killed in battle, we have a right 
to make priſoner relation in him room—l do; 
claim his life, and take this man in place of my 
brother, that was kill in dur la pe n U. | 
Huron Nation. 1011 G. D. 31 2 

Otch. He have libefiy. b | nh 

Wal. You ſave my life! my bleſſed, wvanky 
Sir. (the Indians unbind bim, be runs dad VIE | 
_ Chichikou) 2 

Chi. You have now wen! right, pee 
name, goods, houſe, and all dat did belong to my | 
dead brother, Kickapows, de warrior. 

Wat. Huzza! Mind good people, I am now 
Kick-2-mouſe, the warrior. 

Otch. And as you ſtand in his place, you ful- 
fill all his obligations. 

Wat. To be ſure, VIl take my fill of all * 
obligation s. 


Chi, aw: all dat was his you muſt get. Fa. 
0 
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Fot. Dem, was bim bow, and arrows: N 
dere now your's. | 
Wat. You're very good, Sir. (bees) F ISR 
Sol. He did give me fine bird, I owe him 
one, and give you." (gives a fowl to Wattle) 
Ma You're a very honeſt man. Did'nt no- 

body elſe owe the dead gentleman any thing? 

15 Indian. He did lend me tunny fiſh; (gives 
a „b) I return you. 

Wat. Fiſh and fowl, I fhall have a good din- 
ner today: 

Otch, I did owe him ſome corn, nd pay it you. 

Wat. Eh ! bread too, hearkye—didn't I hear 
you ſay, ſome gentleman od your brother a 
couple of bottles of wine. (apart to Chichikou) 

Chi. No, me no remember. 

Wat. You've a bad memory. Theſe are the 
moſt punctual people. Well neighbours, who 
elſe ow'd any thing to the worthy deceaſed, you 
know paying your juſt debts is the higheſt proof 
of honeſty; as I always punctually pay mine, I 
expect the ſame—that's what makes me ſo exact. 
No more ! what! (lien,) Come, come, you woud'nt 
go to defraud me: Didn't your brother leave 
his account books behind him. (apart to Chichikou) 

29. Indian. (advances) De dead warrior. —— 

Wattle. Ay! that's right, I knew he died poſ- 
ſeſſed of more effects and chattels. | 

2d. Indian. Dere was two fowls. 

Wat. Aye, very well; two large barn door 
fowls. 

2d Indian. Dat he did owe me. 

Wat. You—mean' that you did owe him, ah! 
your wild men know ſo little of language, that 
they will put the cart before the horſe: Talk no 
more, but pay nie the three fowls. 

2d Indian. He owe me two, but I will take 
one for dem, N it) 

3 5 2 


SY 


8 THR BASKET-MAKER)- 
Hat. Muſt I pay Kickamouſe ' debts; oy 


270 cite) 


Chi, Oh yes, yes. 

Mat. What, when 15 never + adminiſters, 0 
Lord4 now I muſt dine upon filb. | | 
Oteb. He did owe me fine he Dolphin. I did catch 
for him; but you will pay me with tauny flk, 
(takes, the ip) 

Wat. The devil! muſt L Sac upon dry bread, 
and that not gone to the bakers yet? 

Sok, He was in _ to me of much. corn, 

(takes the corn) 
Mat. So then. y deen Ariking a 6 ſtarva- 
tion is my ſum total. Theſe curs'd raſcals. (d- 
Pray my good people, didn' t he owe you A ow 
blows on the bac. 

Otch. Dat put mein de 6d. he did give me 
once a tump in cheek, k Pay it you. (. 
Wattle.) 

Wat. Hold ! Hold! Any more ſuch debts, I'm 
ſo generous, I'll make you all a preſent cf a re- 
ceipt in full. 

Sok. He did vid Tomahawk once take my ear, 

Wat. What! (puts his hand up to his ears) © 
(A large athletic Indian fleps up to Wattle with 
tuo batchets.) 
| 3d Indian. If Kikapous liv'd he was dis day to 
fight me vid hatchet here. (offers hatchet) 
Mat. Oh help! murder! ( ſnaiches a lighted 
brand, fleuriſhes it, and runs into the Pavilion) 


Enter RoCcHEFORT in Suns dreſs, with _ 
| letters, and Indians. 


Roche. Bring the gentleman with abou; ny 
found this packet Oh he's here. 


Enter the MR Os priſoner. 


The Marquis de Champlain! 
Mar: 
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Mar, My ald friend Rochefart ! Are you the 


dreaded King Simon, the terror of our coloniſts? 


Roche. My Lord, fince I find by the packet 
here, that our King had already reſtor'd my 


lands, I moſt heartily repent the violent means 


which I took to recover them. 
Mar. Ha! hal ha! Your Majeſty meſſengers 
did handle us roughly, and only for that young 


made ſoup of me. 
- Roche. My darling ſon ! 
Mar. Eh! 


man, (pointing out) by this they * have 


brave youth. 

Roche. I had the diſcovery of a poor faithful 
En gliſhman, it ſeems. his ſervant. (Indian muſic 
= 


Enter WII IIA and CrAuDbIxE, attended by 
OTCHEGROO, SOKOKI and proceſſion of INDIANS, 
with garlands, muſic, Sc. 


Mar. My prince, 1 n you to your King, | 


and Sire, 
Wil. (kneels to Rechefort) My father ! 


Roche. My child, — a has brought out 
ycur noble qualities and made me a happy pa- 


rent, 

Otch. Great man, dere is wife we give you. 
(pointing to Claudine) 

Mar. You give! then fo will I; come your 
Majeſty's aſſent. (Rochefort bows) He ſmiles, the 


marriage act has ee King, Lords and Com- 


mons, 
Wil. Am I ſo bleſt ? 


Mar. You'll not be the ON great man with 


2 filly wife. 
Claud, Ah my dear Lord, we haye ſenſe for 
thoſe 


E925 


What, young William your ſon! 
your hand my friend, L give you Joy v he's a 
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thoſe we like, and where we do not we carl 
talk nonſenſe, / 

Wat. (without) I've barr'd the door, let 10 
go, or Il burn the houſe and inyſelf: 


Enter from the Poul WarTLE ufapt in a » kit 
Klin, runs and embraces WII. II * 


tt 10 n Shoot de bear! ö . 
Wat. Oh my dear maſter! _ ' 
Indians. Shoot, ſhoot. (they level their mud 
(Wattle throws off the ſkin.) 
Wat. Mind good people, I waſh my hangs 
from all affairs of Warrior Kick. a-Mouſe. n 


5 * 
N 


4 


Enter cen and Bron. 
Chi. And do you forget a me now Bloom ? 
Bloom. I marry a pepper man! What do yo 
take me for? Oh miſs! my Lord 1—Eh Wattle 
wasn't you drown'd ? 
Wat. No, were you my dear. 


Enter Count PEPIN. 


Count. (to William, with bnmility) Maſtet, what / 
rods are to be cut don. 

Wat. Maſter—Rods—what's that? Oh, ol, 
oh! while Pye been ſop'd in pickle, and ſmoak- 
ing the calumet, my employment is taken by 
what is it you moon how do you, Count 
Cockericoo ? 

Mar, Count, in you I was 127 = 3 
to a title without a man; but I'll give her 
man without a title. (points to Vi wala 

Count. Indeed! (looking at Willa) Ah, 
Sir! Misfortune has taught me the difference 


berweenr the imaginaty honour of a ſound, and ” 
r 


þ 
2 
W 
4 
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real value of a generous mind. My tyranny in 
power he has repaid with humanity, and his pre- 
ſent kindneſs wounds my heart for my former 
cruelty. o 
Wil. Sir, for his life, (to Rochefort) let him 
enjoy half his eſtates, fince adverſity has amended 
his principles. RE. 8 | 
Mar. And Count, when return'd to the gay 
world, tell the proud accompliſh'd man of faſhion, 


that the beſt maſter of manners, is a wild ſavage. 


 Kach. And the trueſt ſchools for civilization, are 


the foreſts of America. 
FPINATE. 
Manqpis. 


While we trip the merry round, 
Merry round goes the world; 
Come long hair in fillet bound. 
Come with poll woolly curd, - 

Fair yellow, 
Fail fellow; 
Souls are all of one colour: 
Thy brother, 
My brother: 
$0 he fill his glaſs fuller. 


| Fair yellow, &c. 


WILLIAM. 


Thus athwart the lowly vale, 
Sun beams glance condeſcending; 
Here when gratitude ſhall fail, 
William's life, date its ending. 
2, Fair yellow, &c. 
| CLay- 
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CLavpins. | / 


For our lads, or clowns, or ſtarts, N 
Let ourſelves always cater; . 923 

You have heads, but we have hearts, ky, 

And conſult only nature. | WIR 


Fair yellow, c. | 
BLloom. £ 


Hark'ye, pretty Chichikou, 

For my hand never tarry; + 
Sir, what better can You do, | 
Than your own Bloom to marry, _- 

enen (76 the Court.) 


' 


Fair yellow, & c. 
Warn 


Count, remember you're a Lord, 

Give no theme for tittle tattle ;- ERA 
*Pon my honour and my word, 

You ſhall wed Watty Wattle. (7 Blom.) 


Fair yellow, &c. 


Rochrrobr. 
Here I lay my ſceptre down, Yo, | 
Friends from Mount, Grove, and Dell, come; 
What I prize above my crown, 
Is a friend's hearty welcome. 


Fair yellow, &c. 


. 
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IN TWO ACTS. 


PERFORMED AT THE 
THEATRE-ROYAL, COVENT-GARDEN, 
D IN 1788, 


* 


VOL, II. 


- 


—UU— — 


Pr .. 
«Cc. «a HEH SIS +4: % # * 4. 


* 
« £'> 


eee, 17 the; LiF, | Far 


= \ 7 
eier <S 1 4 


To 0h on Pre, mln . ere 
Wo mean to talk of treatits, bargains, blow! 
How ſage Mynheer, his warehouſes to cram, - 

Rift turnd the cide bf trude to Anifterdathg © » 
And nature's claim was over-ruPd by might. 
To tell, on Antwerp's Change, that graſs is grown, 
And Auſtrian ſcythes prepareto mow it down“: 
Such modern ſcenes, you'll ſee by foreign mails 
How well they're play'd at Berlin or Verſailles. 

Our Bard to-night, ſome harmleſs jokes to crack 
A fimple tale, two hundred years brings back ; 
When Antwerp flouriſh'd in her pride and glory, 

A Blackſmith !---You muſt all have heard the ſtory : 
His heart the forge---this prince of ſooty fellows, 
His fre was love, for Cupid blew the bellows; 
With hammer's clink, his throbbing breaſt kept pace, 
He look'd, he lov'd, then waſh'd his murky face. 
This Flemiſh Vulcan to Adonis turns, | 
And for his Flemiſh Cytherea burns : | 

He wooes in vain---the painter's mimic art 

Had caught her father by the ſtubborn heart. 

But ſee. the magic force of mighty love! 
Sublime and great !---what tow'ring height above 
The lover's hope?---a painter now confeſs'd, 

Our Blackſmith view---and thus, ſupremely bleſs'd 
By merit wins his faithful charming fair, 

And taſtes the fruits of all his toil and care. 


* Alluding to the en kate of the N ctherlands in 
1728. 


1 | 


30 2 | Now 


30 ' PROLOGUE. 


Now Royal Windſor, by his works is grac'd, 
Honor'd that work in Royal Windſor plae'd! 
As canvaſs moulders, and bright colours fade, 
The painter's fame muſt ſeek the poet's aid. 

If you but patronize our poet's lays, 
Great QutnT:n's art ſhall flouriſh in his bays. 


* The pifure of the Two Miſers, at Windſor Caftle, 
painted by Quintin Matſys, the Blackſmith of Antwerp. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONZE. 


Van Dipembeck, . . . . .... Mr. WILsox. 
Van Dunderman, . . . .. Mr. WZWITZ II. 
1 8 eee Mr. Davine- 
Quintin Matſys, . . .. Mr. FaR RRR. 
ꝗ6— ⁵ĩðV oe 
%% ³ Am ³ ³ AA Brew 
Dort, . .. .... .f. . . Mr. FEAR OM. 
Waiter, . . ... . . . Mr. NEWTON. 


Aal,, e ee 0e eee . wennn 
Jaquelette. . . ... ..... ...... Mrs. WILSON,” | 


= 2 * 


Scene, Antwerp. 


2 


| ACT L | pe” 
SCENE I 
EP OY 

Enter Va Disunxex. 
Drunter. (calls of ) 


J A QUELETTE! come along girl; Jaquelette! . 
d'ye Fo make haſte. 
Jag. (witbout) Lord, Sir, do let me pay for 
the things. 
Dip. Well, ſo much for mekening, we ſhall be 
pretty well for the eatables; but now to ſee about 


i wine, (goes 10 @ door, knocks) * l maſter 
ort! 


Enter Dok r from the Houſe. 


Dort. (careleſs and di iſreſpeAful) What $ the 


matter now, maſter Dipembeck ? 
Dip. 


* THE-BLACKSMITH or awTweae. 


Dip. Did your man leave the wine at my NP 
Dort. (calls of) Oh, John! did you leave that 
pint of wine at Mr. Dipembeck's ? 
Dip. Pint! I ordered fix dozen—fix dozen 
man! 2 Pint of wine at my daughter's wedding! 
| t. (changing bis manngr) True, Sir, you did 
order fix dozen ; ;: my dear Sir, I beg you a thou- 
ſand pardons—wont you walk in, and reſt your. 
ſelf? D'ye hear, ſix dozen of wine to Mynheer 
Van Dipembeck's-—pray, Sir walk-in, and take x 
cruſt and a cordial—a raw ine drop, 
Sir. 
: Dip. No FO. you; a buſy day with me; good 
8. 
5 Good morning, Sir— Sir, * win 
very good morning. Bui 
Dip. Ah, my landlord meaſures out his _ 
in proportion to his wine to a pint, a ſmile ; and 
a low bow to every bottle- Eh, I'll call on Van 
Dunderman, . m my intended ſon-1 i aw, and ſee 
how he proceeds in his nuptial preparations; 
(goes to another door and knocks) Dunderman! 
Mynheer Van Dunderman ! (Jacob appears at 6 
window) 
Fac. What do you want ? aſk pardon, Sir. 
Dip. I don't want you, I want your maſter, | 
Fac. (calls) Sir, here's old Dipembeck wants 
ou. 
s Dip. Old Dipembeck, you mongrel ! never 
9 70 opening your door, I only called to rouſe the 
ridegroom. [ Faceb retires 
But I ſuppoſe he's dreſſing as fine - peep out 
here, you gay Narciflus. ¶ Dunderman * at 
the window in a red night-cap.) 
Dun. Ah, is dat my Fader-in-law ? 


Dy. 


* 
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- Dip. You're a nat D Deb Reſdegroom with 5 
your red night · cap at chis time of day. 5 

Dan. Vat, is my dear Pain, Aden, in de 
pine and de whine Rs me?. TY 

Dip. Ay, come along Dunderman, [eat] 

Dun. Vel, don't make fo great noiſe in de 
ſtreet ; and I will pay my lofe, and my adora- 
tion to the charming angel, your daughter, as 
ſoon as | get my wig on. (retires | 

Dip. Ah, you're 2 good painter, but you're 
2 fine ſtupid Dutchman—1 ſhall be late home 
what keeps the girl ? (calls of ) Why you * 
e | 


| Enter IAI Tr. 


ag. There, Sir—now every thing is. bought 
and paid for, 

"Dep. Paid /—right—but mind you keep a pro» 

account of the mon e you, 

Jag. I've all the bills, Sir; and | you'l find I've 
laid it out to the beſt advantage; I'll ſhew you 
a 57. 75 wedding ſupper. | 

Let there be plenty of the beſt, but 
no (wal Jaquelette—where 1 is your marketing, 

rl * 

0 Jag. Sir, I've ordered the man to leave it at 
home ; d'ye think I'll be ſeen walking through 
the ſtreets, followed by geeſe, turkies, hares, 
turbots, ducks, and pattypans. 

Dip. A glorious fight, Jaquelette !—Let 
me have no waſte though—D'ye hear, reſerve 
a good dinner for to-morrow, as I expect my 
ſon, Albert, home from Italy; I think a phea- 
ſant, and a couple of brace of partridges, may 
do for ſupper to- night? 


VOL. It, _: — 


' 
ö 
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Jag. Why, lord, Sir, * you eonſide the 
| grand occaſion Tour only daughter to be mar- 
ried,” and the company you've aſked—all the 
Painters and Picture-dealers in Antwer 7p. 
Dip. I tell you the wild fowl will do; only 
lay out the ſide-board with taſte — Painters de- 
Tight in ſtill life, and dead game is a treat to 
them. 
Jag. Yes, sir; but their wives and Ae 
tet k. do; you think they'll be contented with 
your ſtill fe and. dead game for a wedding _ 

2 

Dip. Ah, you wild pullet ; 3 go, get home, 
keep up my daughter's ſpirits ; let me hear no 
more of her tears and ſobs for Quintin Matſys, 
her Blackſmith—dreſs Per up. trim as 2 nolegay, | 
Jaquelette? _. 

29. Bleſs me, I've a thouſand things to do 3 
to ſee the wainſcot duſted—the rooms laid out — 
the Bride drefſed—ſup 3 beds made 
—the kiſs go round the ſtocking thrown — 
I'm in as much hurry and 0 as if I were 
going to be married myſelf. | [Exip. 
Dip. Ha, ha, ha! All in good ie girl— 
how nimble ſhe does run! There ſhe ſcuds it 
away. I fear ſome day or other the I kick vp 
the heels of my old heart, TE | [Exits 


SCENE 
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SCENE. 
Enter a Waiter introducing ArtztzT and Quits 
ri Marrs, in travelling dreſs. 


A. Hey !-hay'at you a better room than this? 
but no matter, —a bottle of wine and ſend your 
maſter up. 3 4 [ Exit Waiter. 
Dort is a right communicative landlord—no harm 
to know what's going on before I go to my fa- 
ther's my dear Floris, now welcome to An- 
twerp. | : Te dns | 
Quin. 1 Hav'nt ſeen a city that has pleaſed me 
more ſince our leaving Rome, - they aptly call it 
the Florence of the Netherlands. 

Al. Tes, — here we have riches and vanity; here 
you ſhall find work for your pencil, and money 
for your works I hope you'll excuſe my not taking 
you to my Father*s—tolerably hoſpitable, and the 
celebrity of your name as a capital painter would 
enſure. you a hearty. welcome, but not expecting 
us, perhaps things might'at be altogether ſo. 

Quin. Ah, never mind, —here we are, and ſure 
of welcome at an Inn ; but where's this fellow of 
mine? (calls) Otho! if there's a bottle of Peter- 
man in the Bar, he can't paſs it. (calls) Otho! 


Enter Orno. 


Otbo. I'm glad there's a looking glaſs in this 
toom (Surveys bimſelf) very well, that will do. 
Now for love and my ſweet Jaquelette, he! he 
he! (going) ws 

Quin. Where are you going? 

Otbo. To ſce my girl. | 

Quin. Look to the horſes, Sirrah ! 

| 8 Otbo. 
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Ot bo. Look to the horfes ! What, Sy you think 
you're talking to a common farrier, Sir ? You're 


conceited of your painting + who grinds the C0- 


* 2 Oh Fa » uelette. 4 ; 


_ you got a ſweetheart here 1 
. 4 Oo Very Peautfdl, J ſuppoſe, 6 


Otbo. Beautiful! She bus an eye brom like 3 


-mouſes-tail, the bluſnm on her neck like raſberry 


her knuckles. 
Quin. (Arites bim) mind your buſineſs. 


'Otho. His knuckles ! my ſhoulder ! Iwifh'y ould 


keep your hands to yourſelf ! the knuckles! ! Oh, 
he is, 1 wiſh you'd find ſomebody elſe to beat. I 
go to you Wann gncquetects to you I go. 
[Ex#. 
Quin. Ay, you ſhall go from we, _ I'm re- 
ſolv'd on. | 


f 


Enter Dozr, (with eons?) 


Dore. Here, genlemen-=—the: right thing. 


cream and then for a hand! oh, the I E | 


Al. I love the fight of a Brabant oy ee (A. 


zert and Quintin drint) 
Dort. That's neat, Sir. 
Al. Ithink Pve-drank as good. 
Dort. The beſt bottle of cottoe in Antwerp. 


Alb. (apart to Quintin) Our hoſt forgets me! 
(io Dort) Well, Landlord, what 8 a neweſt 


news here? 

Dort. All good, Sir, all lenty.; got ot all the 
trade from Bruges; the los is the field 
of induſtry, and Antwerp's now the «granary ; 
I beg your pardon, gentlemen. 'D'ye hear, ſend 
thoſe hampers of wine up to Mynheer Ns Di- 
pembeck's, near the Bourſe. (calling t), 


A. 


\ 
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Al. (Apart to Quintin) 'My father! (to Dort) 
What 527 old ene lay in his wine by 
hampers | | 

Dort. Grand doings there, Sir, this evening; 
only a wedding of his only daughter. 

Al. (Apart to Quintin) My ſiſter 

Quin. (Aſide). Confalion | my Adel? 

Al. (To Dort) And pray, 0 is my gen bro- | 
ther=in-law, that is to be? 

Dort. Gadzooks! Is it poffible you can be 
young maſter Albert, that Jas ſent to Rome to 
learn to draw pictures? + 

Al. Ha, ha, ha! 2 
Dort. Tis he the very laugh. (calls) Here, | 
Jordans, : 


Enter Warts. 


Get another room, and lay a cloth. (takes wp the 
wine) Take this, and fetch a bottle of my own. 

Al. Landlord, are you going to take the beſt 
bottle of cottoe in Antwerp from us? 

Dort. Take! no, I'll give you the beſt. 

Ain. Pray, Landlord, who is the brides 
groom ? 

Dort. A very ſtepid fellow indeed, Sir. (turns 
to Albert) begging your pardon, for talking ſo 
free of a part of your family. You remember 
Van Dunderman, the painter ? 

Al. What is my father ſtill in the whim of 
giving Adela to none but a painter? | 

Dort. Ay, Sir, and has iſſued a fort of procla- 
mation, for all the young painters that wiſh'd for 
his daughter and money, to ſend in a ſpecimen of 
their works, as the beſt picture ſhould determine 
his choice. | 

Quin. 


1 
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Quin. And perhaps the young lady's | hear may 
have made a choice of it's own. . 
Dort. Why that it ſeems it has, Sir; it there 
were fifty Raphael Urbans offer*'d to her, ſhe owns 
ſtill chat ſhe prefers one Quintin Matſys, a blacks 
ſmith I- chink he was. 
Quin. (aide) My dear, my faithful Adela l 
A. Sdeach, I'm afraid it's true, as honeſt 
Dart 'ſays—1I bluſh for my ſiſter's grovelling in- 
- Clinations;. this raſcally low fellow ! I never ſaw 
him, but he had, I dont know how, poſſeſs'd þ him- 
ſelf of her affections. 5 
Quin. (aſide) So as yet I'm unſuſpected. SIE 
Al. Where's this bottle of the old you Peng 'd 
us? 
Dort. On the cable, my good Sir. (calls) D. ye 
hear, the room there ready for the gentlemen 
my dear Sir, how glad I am to ſee you, and your 
friend is welcome, and twenty of your friends are 
welcome: I don't care how many of you come to 
my houſe—all welcome to Van Dort. (calls out) 
Here, waiters, every thing capital for the gen- 
tlemen. [Ext 
Al. Van Dunderman the beſt painter in Ant- 
werp ! he might have been ſo before your arrival, 
Floris,—I with you had ſeen my ſiſter I wiſh ſhe 
had den you, and that my father was acquainted 
with your merit in his darling art. In ſhort, I 
w_ my dear Floris you were my brother. in- 
aw. 
Quin. I thank you. This may be fortunate. 
(ade) Albert but you're partial to my abilities 
—ſuppoſe I offer myſelf a candidate - contend 
the prize of your ſiſter's hand with this Van 
Dunderman ?—d'ye think I have OG 
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Al. Chance ! I' l take my ſoul on your ſucceſs 

Poor Adela was a fine girl, without a fault, 

except the lilly partialit — have juſt heard of— 
reſcue her from this teh brute Dunderman 
your genius muſt raiſe her to affluence and ho- 
nor your good qualities make her happy. 

Quin. My dear friend, I fear your high opi- 
nion flatters me, but granting as a painter, I 
conquer Dunderman in your father's eſtimation, 
—fſhall I as a lover triumph over the farrier in 
your ſiſter's affection? ; 

Al. Oh, he has'nt been heard of theſe eight or 
nine years, and I have hopes that ſome trooper's 
horſe has kick'd his brains out, long fince. 

Qin. (afide) Lm much oblig'd to you. 

Otbo. (within) I'll take in the v wine myſelf, and 
then II be with you. 


Enter Orno. 


Here's the liquor, Sir. 
| Al. (to Quintin) Only try it. 
Otho. Yes, Sir, I'll try it. (drinks) the 
Al. It muſt do— W 
Otbo. Les, it will do very well which of you. 
dropp'd this here? (produces @ ſmall Picture) 
Al. Oh mine! (tales it) 4 
Osho. Since I muſt aſk leave may I go to take 
a little walk if you pleaſe, Sir ?—thank you Sir. 
(bows) I'll be here again when I come back. 
Exit Otho. 
Al. My fiſter is an artift too. ( ſhewing the 
picture) chat s her work z—her favorite black- 
ſmith drawn by berſelf, which I ſnatch'd from 
her, and preſerve as a remembrance of her | 


folly. 
Lun, 
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Quin. (afide) My picture indeed, and the work 
of my Adela's dear hand. | 
Al. "Eh by heaven the picture is very Hike 
you. 
4 Quin. It is indeed, 2s if it was 1 for me. 

Al. You have every feature oniy ſomewhat 

older I think. 

Quin. Ha, ha, ha !—My accidental likenef to 3 
this picture, iirikes, me with an idea— Albert, | 
do 22 really wiſh me to be your en 
law ö 

A. Nothing more deſirable. 

Quin. This lover of her's you ſay, bar nt been 
ſeen in Antwerp, theſe how long ? | | 

Al. Eight years, I think. 

2uin. What if I-—ba, ha, ha, 2 wild Gans 
tho'—Suppole I preſent myſelf to your fiſter as 
her favorite blackſmith ; if I paſs on her for him, 

we may imagine her conſent obtain'd, and on 
the other hand, you ſhall ſhew a picture of mine 
to your tather, and introduce me as à candidate 
for his ER in my proper character * 7 

painter. 

A.. Excellent. 

6 Quin. It all this turns out fair and well, your 

ſiſter may be happy in the idea of obtaining her 
firſt love, without diſgracing her family by 2 
baſe alliance, and your father gratifies his whim 
of giving his daughter to a painter, without do- 
ing à violence to her inclinations. 

Al. Capitall—Never was any thing better de- 
viſed—It muſt doit can't it ſhan't fail—give 
me your hand My dear Floris my friend m 
brother —I already give you joy. | 
Quin. 
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Quin. Not a moment ĩs to beloſt; you ly Dun⸗ 
derman's wedding is fix'd for to- day but to per- 
ſonate this fellow this what $ his name? 5 
II. 1 Matſyͤs. f 


11467 


Quin. Ay, Pm a farrier, or a blackſmith, 4: ; 


NE. ha * 5 muſt tell me all you know about 
him. — 1 hav'nt wp lellon well, hell find me 
outet of eig, 
AI. 1 warrant your extreme likeneſs tothe pe- 
ture baniſhes every doubt. N 2 Toy. 
Quin. Yet I muſt dreſs ſomewhat after i it. 
Al. For a dreſs any of the Jews in the Meer 
ſtreet here can fit you. 
Quin. Well, e I'm equipp'd youll im- 
mediately procure me acceſs to your ſiſter? 
ö Al. Iwill; obtain her conſent as a lover, an das 
2 painter, on eving your works, you're ſure as 
my father s. 
22 Ha, ha, ha, ru about it immediately. 
0 Quick. 
55 in. Ire, N otho—Where is this fel- 
low L 


- 
> 


- [Exeunt, 
+ 9 9 . 
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A Room i in Van Denon. 


Enter Dessau with a pipe, elegantly Fry 3 
; but a night-cap on. 


Dun. De divil, vere is dis coach | (ek at bis. 


hn tis now paſt twelve, and I ſhould be at 
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Van Dipainbeck's houſe I tink I look very well 

in my wedding ſuit How long dis coach Rays 

and my ſweet bride is vait for me - Vat a deal of 

piſtons | have here unfiniſh'd, but no matter, 1 
vil not paint to-day. (calls) Here—Yacob—amy 
man Yacob !—Ah dis new ſarvant -I ave hint 
only two days, and he put all my affairs into 
confuſion, he is always ready too ſoon, or he is 
not ready at all; he underdoes, or he overdoes, 
n Tacob No he vil not do for me. 


: 


N 


* 
* , 


0 Ly: : Enter Jacos. 


Hey, you Yacob, is dis coach not come ?ꝰ "TR 
Facob. Not yet, Sir, and | deſired him to be 
here exactly at one. 

Dun. One! and I deſired you to bid himwome 
at eleven when I give you a meſſage, mind al. 
ways ſay my words exactly. 

Jacob. Yes, Sir, I will Sir; but here Sir, my 
Lord is come; he ſays this is the day you we 
pointed to take a fitting of him. 

Dun. I will not draw any body's picture on my 
wedding day; ſo he may take his ugly face ſome-. 


where elle. 
= Jacob. (goes to the door, and fleaks loud) My 
4 Lord you may take your ugly face ſomewhere b 
1 el. 
q Sha, Sacre loot}—Vat you talk dat vay to my 
patrons : . 


Jacob. Why, Sir, was'nt that ſpeaking your 
words exactly. There's my Lady Frinſmere be- 
low ſtairs too, ſhe wants to ſit. 

Dun. Let her ſit in the great chair below, and 
when ſhe's tired of fitting, let her waddle off. 

. Jacob. (calling at the entrance) My lady = 
1 n 1 # | ow 
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low in the great chair, and when you're tired, 
waddle off. 


_—_ alone, fince you can't talk good Maghery te 
em- 

(4 knocking without—? Facob got 
ſtop (in a low tone) if that's Crus Li 
| ay I'm at home. 

Jacob. (whypering) I won't, 1 won't Sir. . 

I. Exit. 

Dun. He wants to be my bridelman, and I do 

not like er for my brideſmen. 
Re · enter JIacoz. 

Jacob. (in 4 * tone) Sir, I told him 1 you 
bid me, and he's in the next room writing a oy 
to leave for you. | 

Dun. What, what ? I hate whiſpering. 

Jacob. (very loud) Sir, Captain Lillo's in the 
next room, and | told him you waſn't at home as 
you deſired me. 


Dun. Huſh ! de devil's in your tongue? How 
I am perplex'd, and vex'd at this time; but let 


me get out of de houſe—vy did you ſay I was at 
home to all deſe people? 

Jacob. Why, lord Sir, one doeſ'nt know 
what to do with you! 1 don't know when to 
tells lies, nor when to tell truth. 

Dun. Mind Yacob, tell lies to all de world, 
but truth to your maſter. 

Jacob. I ſhall Sir. 

Dun. Here fetch my wig, don't break my 


pipe—dere, dat vill do; Yacob, I make a tolera- 
bie {mk Bridegroom, ch! 1 tink I look very 


well to-day. ' | 


Jacob. Indeed Sir, day or night, you loo 


frighttul always. 
322 | Dur 


Dun. De devil ! vat you mean? ? let my „ 


ik; dent 
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Dun. Eh, duijgenniet! vat you ſay ſuch 2 rude 
ting to me for ? | 


Jacob. You ue! me always ſpeak efuth to my 


maſter, T9 * ; 


Dun. 12 dut you ſhould not be fo ready with | 
your ton EY 

Jacob. 1 a0 't Sir, 1 hear the <6ach Rop. 4 

Dun. De coach ! come den, I muſt light a 
freſh pipe to take vid me, mind, have 2 Fad 
over your ſpeech ;. you ſhould tink three times 
'before you ſpeak once. 

(lights bis pipe and ſtands near the candle.) 

Jaceh, I thall Sir, I think once, 1 think Hangs. 
th thr e times,—your wig 's 0n fire. | 
. Dun. ( ſtrikes bim) Ah, you ſcoundrel! you 
raſcal ! 

Fn) Help, fire, murder. 


LE xeunt Jacob running. Dindermon an purſuing 


| 


_ — 


| SCENE IV. 
4 Street. 


e Oro. 


Otbo. (roking about So, my dear Jaquelette 1 
find is gone to live in ſarvis! but where, is the 
thing I want to know Oh, what joy it is to a bo- 
dy after travelling all over the world, wet and dry, 
to come home again to the place where one is 
born in; every ching ſrems ſo comfortable and fo 

uiet. | 

Jacob. (without) Help, fire, murder! 

Enter 


IE —_— 
machs or axrwike 3 
* | | * 74% As 4 


Enter J, ACOD, 


0 & * 
4. 4 Ins 


Obo. And ſo peaceable. 10 Robb 
Jacob. Oh, he has broke my bones | Fs 
Otbo. I'm ſo happy—the fight —— 
Jacob. His wig is burn'djthough. 
Otho. It warms my heart. 
Jacob. ( ſtops ſhort and looks with Pep 1 chat 
Otho ? 
Otho. Is that Jacob? ? 


' 


Jacob. You rogue of all rogues, where have you 


been theſe ſeven years? (they ſhake hands.) . 
Otho. You dear ſcoundrel, how do you do ? 
Jacob. We had it here that you were dead. Wel 

but do you follow your trade now? 

Otto. Trade! Iam a genius! travell'd in Rome, 

Campagnia, Venice, Loretto and Freſco—Strudied 

crumbling urns, old walls, marble and mortar,— 

Oh, the Cabinets and Galleries, Green Copper 

Medals, and Stone-headed Cæſars! I left Ant- 

werp a "Blackſmith, and I am come home a 

Painter. 3 
Jacob. A Painter! ; 

Otho. I am, and fo is my Maſter. 
Jacob. Ha, ha, ha! oh, your Maſter" $2 paint- 

| er? 2 


Otho, He ! why yes, —bleſs his dear heart ! to 


be ſure after I grind the beautiful colours, upon an 
elegant marble ſlab, and mixes them with a thin 
bladed knife of temper'd ſteel, upon a ſhining 
oval mahogony board, the poor gentleman my 
maſter takes and runs his thumb through it, rubs 


the colours about with hogs briſtles, and then 


there, flap daſh, he daubs upon a ſquare piece of 


coarſe linen, and perhaps ſometimes makes out 


trees, clouds, blue mountains, rivers, dirty cot- 
| tages, 
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tages, ſpotted cows and ſuch like nonſenſe, and 
then if any body fits upon a chair before him, he 
makes out ſomething that every body takes for a 
face, and then the people give him fifty or a hun. 
dred ducats for a yard of canvaſs, but it's all on- 
1 ly becauſe he has daub'd my colours npon it. 
1 Jacob. Ah, if yon come to * Im as | good 
2 genius as yourſclf, 
© Otho. You! | 
Jacob. In the grinding way. 
Oilbo,. No! | 
FJacch. Ay! why Ilive with a painter too. 
2 Indeed! 
Jacob. Ves indeed, and my. maſter by his dub. 
ing gets a fine wife to day. 


Res eme 555 ; 


Dun. Vat you tell me of coach you villain has. 

Gere locth | you've order'd no coach - now l 
_ muſt uſe my feet, (kicks Jacob. ) 

Jacob. 1 wiſh you'd uſe your feet ſome other 

Way. 
. And now as I have no coach, I muſt only 
_ Ay upon the wings of lofe. 
(puts his pipe in his mouth, Lu Exit with deliberatis. 
on. 

Jacob. (pauſes looking after bin) Mind, I dif- 
charge you—you're no more a matter of mine, I 
turn you off, ſo provide for yourſelf. 

' Otho, Ha, ha, ha! 1 beg your pardon, but I 
can't help laughing, your maſter did lift up his 
leg ſo comical. Ha, ha, ha! If my maſter dare | 
to kick me, I'd give him ſuch a rammacle. 4 

| ner 


þ n n x 8 CY 


— 


r ee . 8 i 

FER Whit are 'you prating Katy you raſ- 
cal, and I've been waiting for you this half-hour. 
Otbo. Sir, I was aſking this gentleman-—how 
the day went. 

Quin. (Arites bim) T ake that you idle miſ- 
creant, and never dare to come where ] ke 

F. 

Othb. (calling after bin) Mind, I turn'you off 
ſo provide for yourſelf young man. 

Jacob. Ha, ha, ha! I can't help laughing, your 
maſter did lift up his leg fo euer. Ha, ha, 
ha! © If my maſter dare d to kick me, I'd give 
« him ws a rammacle.” (mimicking Otho) 

_ Othy, Keep your mouth ſhut, you've as valy 


a ſet of teeth, as ever I ſaw. 

Jacob. So now I'm my own maſter.” 

Othe. And I am my own ſervant, let me Tee 
how I could-domineer over myſelf, Here, you 
raſcal Otho - 0, get drunk you dog. (altering 
his voice) I ſhall, pleaſe your honor. Oh, I like 
my new maſter prodigioully, - 

Jacob. Never thought my Dutchman was fo 
nimble at the hoof. 

Otho. My maſter too is only a Blackſmith 28 
well as myſelf; this time nine years wheedled me 
over to Rome with hiia. I don't know how he 
has manag'd it, but he has contrived to make 

| himſelf a great painter, and me his ſerving man, 
( bows where Quintin went off )—Thank you good 
Mauer Quintin Matſys—that's his real name, 
though the fellow calls himſclf Floris. 


Jacob. What, is that the great Floris? Zoun- 
tißſh, the moſt capital Painter !—I've a thought 


—oh, 


is 
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| _ ſuch revenge upon our two maſters !— 
| have you ever a picture painte& by that Floris. 
Otbe. Eh! Why, yes; we've left a fine pic- 
| ture of two old Miſers at the Cuſtom Houſes; 
_ Fac. That'll do, come along my boy ; I've the | 
moſt precious ſcheme in my * 1 at? 
Otbo. What! r yew, 
-- - Facob.- Say no mormmee. 
Otto. I never was good at a Cows: ha 
Jacob. It ſhall get you a fine girl, a a deal of 


money, and I touch half. Tol, lol. 
Obto. Tol, lol, lol. (/ ings ; Hops fu 2 but 
why are we ſo merry now? /? 
Jacob. Come, we'll ſettle it over 2 gas of Lou- 
vaine beer. © > ; 841 | 
Otho. Eh! ſhall we? | 
Jacob. Yes, we'll bob our nimble footed 5 
ters. 


Otbo. Hob nob, drink, come along. £3 NY 
[ Exeunt, 


(24 
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END OF THE FIRST ACT.” | er 
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TIS 


SCENE. I. 
; Diezmpeck's Houſe. 
Enter Apa and JAQUELETTE, 
ADELA. 


No, Jaquelette, *tisn't Dunderman's perſon or 
brutal manners, which are indeed as you ſay 
odious enough, that diſguſt me; but that all 
mankind, except my Quintin, are to me indif- 
fernt E <7 xp % 0 3&0 | 

Jag. Well, I vow, Madam, you're the very 
Phenix of conſtancy ! Your lover gone nine 
years—it's much about that time, fince my rov- 
ing blade, Otho, diſappear'd from Antwerp, and 
I have had twenty lovers ſince, though I vow, I 
never choſe one, and—excuſe compariſons, but 
my Otho was a Blackſmith too, the ſame trade as 
your Quintin, . | A 

oF Fog ee *twas that trade, tha 
vile trade, that my poor Quintin was put to, by 
his ſordid uncle; — — my brother Al- 

VOL. 11. 1111 bert's 


ther's dts for painting, that robb'd hs of 
the ſweeteſt youth—the Kkindeft—moſt tender 
(weeps) 
Jag. Poor ſoul ! (crying) My heart aches for ; 
you; if I wou'dn't give all the money I ever 
earn d, to free you from this marriage; hang 
Dunderman, and his Painting: p and his own ug · 
ly picture. 

Ade. Ay, Jaquelette, ſuch .a core? foe; 2 
ſketch I was making of Quintin, from memory, 

ives ber a miniature) 

Jag. (weeping) Dear, what' a ſweet counte, 
narce—to loſe ſuch a charming ! | vow I've 
drop'd a tear upon the face; I've waſh'd his eye 
out. 

Dip. Aube Jaqueleite ! Jaquelette 

ming, Sir —[I'm forry I've put out the 
dear ellow's eye (returns the picture) Coming, | 
Sir. lséEkExit runnin ge 


Euer ALBERT 3 the pan. meanly 


areſced. 


Aa (apart to Quintin) There's my ſiſter, make 
uſe of your time. K. 

Quin. Hold v hat's my ans! 
Al. Quintin Matſys. 


Quin. True. - 
| Al. And to confirm her in this opinion, PI 
go ſend my father in upon you both. Exit. 


Quin. (aſide) How = proud friend will orm, 
when he finds | am really Quintin Matſys. Oh, 
Love, thou that haſt made me a painter, cole 
my labors with a ſweet reward, in the poſſeſſion 
of my Adela! my heart flutters, [ tremble with 
2 beautiful! | 

Alt. 
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Ade. Worlds would I give now for that ſketch 
of my Quintin, that my cruel brother deprived. 
me of; but his dear. image is engraven on my 
heart, (Quintin unſeen lays bis picture on the table 
before ber) Ha! is this Magic |} or has ſome be- 
nignant pou er heard my prayer, and in pity reſ- 


Faint.) | e | 
in. My Adela, my life, my ſoul, kelp ! what 
has my folly done ? Eo in Fur, 
Dip (without) My dear boy! my dear ſon 
Albert, you're come home in fuch a joyful mo- 


ment, to be preſent at your ſiſter's wedding. 
Enter DreemBeck and ALERT. 


Al. But where is ſhe? my dear dear fiſter | 
Eh'!— What fellow's this? 5 

Dip. Hey! what ſcoundrel are you? 

Al. What buſineſs have you with my ſiſter ? 

Dip. What have you to do with my daugh- 
der?; | 

Al. I ſee Adela you've recover'd the picture 
of that baſe born fellow ! | | 

Dip. But who is this Who is this fellow? 

Al. (camparing the picture with Quintin) Hey! 
the very face l By heaven, Sir, this is !— /coks 
at the picture again) Pray friend, is not your 
name Quintin Matſys? (Luintin bows) 

Dip. Quintin Matſys come back! Oh, you 
villain come here, Adela. EY 

Ade. Nay, but dear father 

Dip. You my daughter! I diſcard you. 

Ade. Brother | 

M. I diſown you for a ſiſter. 


37172 Quin: 
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Quix. Sir, are there no hopes, no means to 


obtain your favor ? 17 
Dip. Yes, you may obtain my FRO "ey er- 
ſy too. Tis 


Quin. How, dear Sir? tell me. 

Dip. Only be obliging enough to: hang — 
ſelf for half an hour !—Pm in ſuch a paſſion. heap 
Ay, girl, cry! If every tear was the Schelde,.a 
ſhower would not quench my rage. 

Ade. A moment to reſtore my. long loſt love: 
and the fame moment to be torn from his. pre- 
ſence, —Father—Brother—Quintin ! 

Dip. I'll Quintin you —get in there. a 

[Exeunt, Dipembeck and Adela | 

Al. Victoria !-—my ſiſter's yours! 

Luin. Why, ſhe certainly don't . me for 
any other than Quintin? 

Al. Not in the leaſt, ſo her conſent is ſure. 

Luin. Now, if the piece I ſhall ſend, does but 
gain your father's— | 

Al. Your picture of. the miſers; chat, that's s 
the thing. 

Quin. It's yet at the Cuſtom-Houſe. 

Al. Send Otho inſtantly for it. 

Quin. Hang the fellow, I muſt hire another 
ſervant, I can get no good of him; however, , 
before the picture comes, mind you acquait your” 
father, who really am, introduce me to him as 
myſelf, out Dunderman goes, and my buſineſs 
is done. 

Al. Charming but rin, how do you like 

my liſter ? 

Quin. A Niobe! a Madona in the flight ; 
Virgin Magdalen veiled in innocence—But, hes 
Giftreſs hurt me CT Hh = 
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AJ. Pha). you'll batk in ſunſhine, after this | 
ſhower. by) 

Quin. But 1 your father i | 
me to be the ſame perſon, he was juſt now in mel 
a rage at finding in his houſe ? _. 

A. No, no, your change of dreſs—the pic⸗ 
ture - your miſers, their beaming gold will play 
upon his twinklers— that's their center of attrac - 
tion. 

Quin. Well now from uintin Matſys, the 
diſcarded Blackſmith, to Frans Floris, the happy 
Painter! 

Al. But, my dear fellow—2zounds ! get along 

you infernal ! ( puſhes: him f) 


Re. ter ns 


Dip. That's right, Albert, turn the raſcal out; 
but, how did he get in ?—Oh, what ſhall I do? 
— What ſhall ! ay to Mynheer Van Dunder- 
man? 

Al. Sir, you muſtn't think of Dunderman for 
a ſon in- law. 

Dip. Not think? But 1 will think of him. 

=» No, no, 

Dip. What d'ye mean by that, you puppy 75 

Al. He muſtn't have a ſiſter of mine. 

Dip. What, ſirrah, have I ſent you to Rome, 
at the expence of two thouſand florins a year, 
and have you learned only to thwart my favou- 
rite deſign, of giving her to a painter ? 

Al. My dear father be cool a moment, it's my 
reſpect to your favourite deſign—l have ſuch a 
huſband to recommend for my ſiſter. 

Dip. Eh! why ſirrah, you're as bad as Adela. 
Al, 
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Al. Such a Painter as I have w___ wn me 
the Prince of Artiſts ! 

Dip. What, a great Painter? | 

Al. Accompamied me from Rome, A diſciple 
of Leonardo de Vinci. 

Dip. Indeed !—a great maſter b, Albert ? 

Al; A ſoul fired b ds genius; 2 mind ex 
by ſcience—but I'll lay no more, let his works 
ſpeak for him. i 5 

Dip. His works! Oh, Lord, ſhall 1 fee his 
works ?—Science !—ha, boy, you ſhall ſee a work 

our father has compleated while you were away 

In ſhew you a lecture on the Clara Obſcura— 
but here comes Van Dunderman. 


Enter Donvennan. h 

Dan. Mynheer Dipembeck, is your daughter 
ready to be married to me? 

Dip. (Apart to Albert) Eh, Albert, is this 
other ſuch a very great Painter? 

Al. (apart) I expect a picture of his here 
every moment. | 

Dip. (apart) Hem! Huſh !—Van bib 
man, will you wait a few minutes? 

Dun. Oh, I'm in no hurries. 


Enter Jacos. 


Vat you come for Yacob ? | 
Jacob. Hem !—Sir, ' my maſter, the moſt 
capital painter that ever bruſhed canvas. 
Dip. Well, we all know your maſter is very 
great. 


Dun, Yes, 'tis well known I'm very great. 
Jacob. 
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Jacob. Yes, Sir, 1 ſay, my maſter hearing of 


me to let you know 

Dun, I ſend you! 
Jacob That he'd be glad to marry has. 

Dip. Well, we all know that al ady. 

Jacob. And to prove himfelf worthy of your 
favour, as 2 ſpecimen of his great abilities, he 
has ſent by me, his favourite picture of the two 


miſers. 

- De Devil !— What miſer is this? 
if mark Gs 80, Floris has ry a new. ſervant 

ead 

Jacob, And moreover he ho 

Dun. Vat meſſage is dis you're giving before 
my face, and dat 1 did never ſend ? 

Jacob. Hold your tongue Dunderman, you're 
nobody now a-days. (calls of) Bring in the 
picture. (the picture of the miſers brought in) - 

Dip. Oh, beautiful !-Oh, delightful !-—moſt 
excellent! 

Al. (aſide) Ay, tis Floris dere, Sir, look 
—you fee what an artiſt my friend is. 

Dip. Oh, then, this is the perion, you were 
ſpeaking of ? 

Al. Yes, Sir, (apart) Do diſmiſs Dunder- 
man, in as delicate a manner as you can. 

Dip Delicate! I will in the Dutch Way 
Dunderman, you may go home. 

h Al. I think you. may as well, indeed Myn. 
cer. 

Jacob. Go Dunderman ; go home. 

Dun. I did come to marry your daughter !— 
(throws a look of vexation at the picture.) But if 
you're buſy, I'm in no hurries, ſo | will go 
home and finiſh Maffrow Lady Frinsmere. 


[ Exit, ſtalking fouh, 
pp: 


your beautiful daughter' s great — has ay. 3 
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Dip. Ay troop, you get no daughter of mine 
indeed Mynheer; but pray friend is the Nine 
of this Picture coming? 12 
Facob. Sir, he'll be here in five minutes. (goes = 
20 the door, looks out, and calls ſoftly) Otho, Otho! 
What keeps the raſcal ! I'm afraid I've let him 
drink too much If I can but paſs him here for 
the painter of this picture, and he marries the 
lady, and we inack her fortune! (aſide) 
Exit. 
Al. Now, a Sir, receive my friend — 
ſomely—A capital maſter, I promiſe you. 80, 


II leave Floris to ſpeak for himſelf, and prepare 


Adela, for her approaching felicity. (2 N. 


Exit. 
Dip. Oh, howlI long to ſee this admirable, 
this great man | | 
Otho. (without) What, did you get my fine 
big picture up theſe little narrow ſtairs ? | 
Dip. His fine big picture !—Yes, this is he; 
this is the great maſter ; he ſhall have her; he 
ſhall marry my daughter this day. 


Enter OTno, dreſſed. 


Otho. (bows) Sir ! : 
Dip. Sir, you 're vellcome; I preſume you 
are 

Oiebo. You're right, I am ſo, I'm now the 
greateſt Painter in this world. 

Dip. (afide) You might let other people lay 
that.— Sir, this ſpecimen of your work, (/oking 
at the picture) I muſt ſay is a maſter piece. 

Otho, My maſter's piece It's my Piece, 
— Your maſter ! 3 
Otbo. 
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' Otho: Yes, Sir, that is, the man wn 
taught me, I call him my maſter, becauſe 10 wes 
his ſchokar. © | 

Dip. A very ood reaſon, Sir. | 

Otto. Yes 3 Sir, lam a very great man; For} 
yet I have fo much modeſty, that, I affure you, 
_— boaſt or talk of it. | 

K+ I fee you're very modeſt." 
Bo. In Italy, Sir, I and: Michael Angelo, | 
carry all before us. | 

Dip. Indeed! 

Otho. Yes, poor Mick is a decent 

Dip Decent! tt 

Oibo. That is; he has a Lak: 

Dip. Yes, Sir, he has a knack of being the beſt 
painter now livi 

Otho. What do you talk, Sir 1—Beſt oo 
forget I and Appelles. | 
Dip. 1 acknowledge your merit, Sir; but if 
you mean the Grecian, that is, Alexander's Apel- 
les, he happened to die ſome eighteen hundred 

ars ago. 

Otho. Alexander Apelles I thought you 
meant my friend Tom Apelles, of Boisleduc. 

Dip. (Jerking out) There, Sir, thoſe Buſts are 
Angelo's works. 

O'he. Buſts !—Oh, the Heads yonder? 

Dip. A marble Vitellius and Galba ; the Plaifs' 
ter caſt is an Otho, | 

 Otho, A me! 

Dip. An Otho. 

Ot ho. O, ot 

Dip. That, that's my favourite head. | 

Otbo. Ves, Sir, Otho's head is a great favot« 
rite of mine too—but what ſignifies — things, 

vol.. 11. 30 look 
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look at my pictures and admire, there' s the grand \ 
0.1 

Dip. Admirable I confeſs great exp” fon! | 

rich, warm colouring. | | 

+ Otho, Yes, Sir, you know Mises are rich, warm 

3 fellows, he, he, he! 

Dip. I dare ſay Sir, you' ve nerferm'd many 

great works abroad. 4 

Otbo. Great! let the palaces and churches. of 

Italy ſpeak for me; I 11 fifteen cathedrals, 1 


inſide and outſide. 


Dip. Outſide! ET \ 
Otbo. Oh, yes, Sir, hat is in my landſcape 
views, all ſo natural; ſuppoſing a cathedral hap- 
ns to ſtand behind a mountain, or a cottage be- 
Find a cathedral, or an aſs behind a poi it's. 
all one to me. 

Dip. You've a very 2 fi ght, if you can ſee | 
a cottage or an als through a cathedral. - 

Otbo. All from my proſpective Sir, my great 
ſkill in proſpective. I'll ſhew you; now here, 
ſuppoſe I've my pencil ready, this here chair is a 

_ cathedral, (places @ chair between him and Di- 
pembeck)—there, now you're an aſs. So here 
1.— 

Dip. Stay, my good Sir, as this chair is not 2 
cathedral, nor I quite an aſs, your example is 
needleſs. I admire your coloring, but pray do 
you work in diſtemper. 

> "Ya Sir, I never touch pencil when 1 find 

mylſelt 1 EE. 

Dip. I'll {aþide) For ſo great a man, he's 
ſtrangely ignorant. | 

Ot bo. (afide) I don't half like theſe queſtions; 


* let's come to the point, I ſuppoſe that my 
picture 


| 
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picture here, has won your daughter, ſo, with 
your good conſent, let's have the wedding at 
Once. 

Dip. . aide Hey! he $ dere nue upon it, rn 
ſee him do ſomething, I'll try his hand upon my 
picture, that Dunderman's doing. Sir, here's a 
Piece that a celebrated artiſt has in hand, (points 6 
an unfiniſo d W on an eafil) glad of your pi 
en Sir 

Cibo. Cle ver, a Sk likeneſs ! 

"Dos Very grneious of you, Sir, to pra the 
work of your rival in love and fame. 

Otbo. (aide) My rival oh, oh. Vaſtly like 
indeed, vet upon a ſecond look, *tis rather: too 
black for the hang man of Duſſeldorp. 
Dip. The hangman of Duſſeldorp ! why, lord; 

Sir, that's done tor me !—Jear Sir, do pray give 
1 a touch of your en NE 8 a . wy 
Ek 2%. 
Otho. (afide) Oh lord, now 1 ſhall be "Oe" 
out !—T ouch! na, Sir, give me leave to talk to 
you—Theory, my d-ar Sir, is the grand work— 
mere practice js only emblematical mazarienes ; for 
when your vermillion comes to touch up yourchin, 
like uitramiarine, with a fitch dipped in pulveriz- 
ed attitudes; and that's the 1 that in our 
florentine ſchool, to diſplay the true grace of re- 
lie vo in a ſombre compoſition of Moſaic gam- 
boge, we brautitully foreſhorten our apotheoſiſ- 
tical pedeſtals, and then grinding you've a fine 
Roman chin. 

Dip Sir, this js all very fine, but 1'd like to ſee 
a little upon the canyaſs, (ers bim the palette 
end reg | 
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Obo. What Sir! give my abilities to ſuppprt 


ran man's fame? a marble pillar prop a hog. 
ſtye !—Sir I muſt not, cannot do it. (4raverſes) , | 


95. ( following bim) Sir, you'll oblige amet 


Tequeſt. 
_  » Otho. Oh, Sir, to oblige you—(1gkes the pale 
ghd pencils). | 


Dip. Here Sir, 1 it here; bur neter wing 
that Sir, place me as you pleaſe. © 
Otho.' There Sir, your elbow up; very well; 


your chin out; look pretty; prettier. 


Dip. I can't look prettier than I am. 
Ortho. (places him) Now for your attitude, 
Dip. Eh! this is @ very crooked ſort of at- 


titude. 


Otbo. Yes, Sir, nothing like grace. (looking at 
Dipembeck, having placed him in an awkward dif- 
torted poſition) Now for it. (und, at ſome dif- 
tance, looks alternately on Dipembeck and the N 


Wo Enter Jacos. 


Jacob. (ide) Hey, my Blackſmith has got ti 
work, but I'll give him a lift, (./peaks to the picture 
Sir, 1 fancy there's a eee wants you delt 
ſtairs. n 

Dip. I'm buſy. 

Jacob. (looking at Dipemback) Bleſs me! what a 
miſtake; 1 abſolutely thought Sir, when 1 ſa 
the picture, I was talking to you. 

Dip. Eh, that's a deception indeed! a 

Oiho. Yes, Sir, you ſee the magic power of my 
pencil ; hold Sir, your head a little this way. 
(turns bim round by the ear) 2; l 

Dip. Ah! ONT 


* 


f Othe. | 


| Qtho. Not ſo much, a little to the left. 


Jacob. ( pulling Depewbech round by the other eat) 


will that do, Sir f 
Dip. Zounds! What's that w 642 
Jacob. Oh, Sit, this is part of my buſineſs. . 
Dip. What to pull my ear off? you never dil 
ſo with your old maſter, Dunderman. _-- 
| Jacob. Yes, Sir, but conſider he's Flemidl— 
this is the Italian ſchool ; my new n 5 mode 
of fertling the features. 


Dip. Between you both you'll i ſertle my 


features but get on, 

Otho. Yes, Sir. (apart to Jacob) relieve | me 
antly, or I give up the game. 

Jacob. (apart) Daub on, I will. 


red! ? 


Otho. No, Sir, it's your cheek is too pale. 


Jacob, mind your buſineſs. 
Jacob. joke Sir, ( firikesDipembeck on » the ebret) 
Dip. What's that for you ſcoundrel ? 
. Fo give you a foſy colour Sir; another 
part of iny Wen 19955 ſtand by. for that 


poſe. | 
hy” EE olour ! l 


7528. Maſter, look, what a beautiful W 
Pve brought—now for your vermillion! a bluſh 
like the gills of a turkey cock. 


Dip. Get along you ſcoundrel, out of the rnom! 


Pl] bluſh you black and blue. [ Exit Jacob. 


Ohe. There, Sir, fic down again, till 1 take 


your head off. | 
Dip. Take my head off! | * 
Ocho. Ves, Sir, now 1 ow finiſh 725 | 
"mn Finiſh me! 


Dip. Havn't you made that cheek there too 
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Otido. Yes, Sir, ſo look good humour d, and 


ſit down again. 

Dip. (looking at the picture) The devil! what's 
all this? ruin d! 

Otho. Sir, 1 was fo alarm'd, fearing. chat un- 

lucky dog might do your beautiful face ſome 
prejudice, my hand trembled ſo, that 1A 
8 down. ; 

Dip. No, no, do you fit down now, and I'll . 
you my grand lecture upon the clara obſcura. 
(aſide) I've tried him in practice - now for his 
theory — (looks at his watch) It's now only Ses, 
we've four hours to dinner. | 


Otho. (fe) So, he has me on another tack. 


ot 
68 Sir, ſome vertuoſi, my friends, have 
5 this little treatiſe, (opens a large folio ma. f 
nuſcript) with their appiobation, which I wifh con- 
firm'd by the opinion of ſo great a man 
Otbo. ( yawns) This Louvaine beer makes one 

intollerably drowſy. 

Dip. Where's my ſpe icles Puts them on and 
Wes © When a man begins a work of this na- 
< ture, what would an auditor of any Judgment 
« ſay 2”? 

Otho. Why, he'd fay, hold your proce, P 

Dip. What! bo. 1! 208 

_ Get on. | 

p. (reads) © Thus muſic may be compared 
ec on Ae for both contain harmony and tone.“ 
(Otbo falls afleep) © And when our eats are ra- 
« viſh'd with ſweet and melodious ſo::nds.” 
(Otho ſnores) Aſleep—here's an artiſt ! here's re- 
ſpe& for the clara obſcura—tall aſleep at my grand 


lecture what, is this Albert's fine painter! . is 
is 
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this one of his jeſts, to recommend this ſot as a 


huſband for his fiſter Would Dunderman 
ſnore at my lecture? Not he— Tes, he ſhall 


have Adela; he ſhall, and here he comes. i} 


N DUNDERMAN. 


Welcome, welcome, nei ghbour Hey, Jaque= 


lette ! (calls) 


Dux. Mynheer, I'm told that you won't give 


your daughter to me, and that you're going to 


marry her to anoder Artiſt, and ſo I am come to, 


ſmoke a friendly pipe at de N 5 xÞ 
Dip. Very cool and friendly for a lover. 


You ſhall, and at your own wedding too; d'ye 


think I ever thought of giving my daughter to 
any body elſe but you, my dear friend ! 

Dun. Vat den! Shall I have Yaffrow Adela? 

Dip. You ſhall my boy. 1 | 

Dun. Oh, very well. (looking. at the picture) 
Take my ſoul! who has ſpoiled my painting 
bere ? (Ortho ſnores). _ | | 
Dip. That ſprightly youth, he did the job; 
but come along to my daughter. (going) 


* 


Enter JAQUELETTE. 


79. Did you want me, Sir ? | 
Dip. Eh! Oh, ay, tell my daughter to 


come here—though, ſtay ; ſhe ſhant come near 


this fpark.— Where is ſhe Jaqueletce ? 
7ag, In her own room, Sir. 'E 
Dip. Then come along Mynheer. Exit. 


Dun. Lou are villain, to ſpoil my work. . 


(Strikes Otho, and Exit. 
Otho, 
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Orbe. (wakes, feels his chert, r looks at Ju 
quelette) You've a. hard little hand, but let us 
try your lips, my love? 

Jag. aſide) My run-away, fcape grace Otho! 4 
and the fool doeſn't know me. 

Otbo. I'll revenge with-fuch à volley of kiſſes, 
that the good report of me ſhall go ſmack from 
room to room; in a thouſand amourous Mg ni 
and ſet every female mouth a watering. 

(offers to kiſs ber. ) 

Jag. You're r free, whoever you are, yo 
ma' n't I tell you. 

2 I ſhall, will, CDs: and muſt. . bt 

ag. You ſha'n't. EF 
BY Dube, I will have you. 


[ Exennt Juqualaye 44 Outs 
Re-enter Di1PeMBECK.. 


Dip. You will have her! Ay, there they x run 
fine goings on l— you Jaquelette, (looks out) 
See, ſee, they II throw down the Buſt 1 (a noiſe 


yy "IT / — * _ 4 - * . 
e WS. _—— \ — 4 
* ＋ — 4 a 0 - — 


| without) Ay, they've done it, * bert 5 in twen⸗ 

i | Enter BY 

q Jacob. Has m y Maſter: dbne Sir ? je SER. 
q Dip. Yes, an he has undone ! ! he has broke 
A my head. 4 

h Jacob. 8 head ch, dear. 


ned 


Dip (bewailing) Otho! Otho ! 

Jacob. Otho O, then the ſtupidrogue »found 
out; but where's Otho now, Sir. | 

Dip. Lying on the floor yonder. 

Jacob. Ah, the drunken raſcal! .... 

Dip. 1 muſt pick him up, 


Jacob. Oh Sir—I'Il ſoon get him on his le 
[Exit 


„ EE. In, IE». Ae. ELD "a 
a * — — 8 jo tf — — — ET I > k * a 
: 2 ” — — * — - X m MY ECL IS 2 * 32 
* 


TR BLACKSMITH OF ANTWERP. 47 


Dip. lh * ſuch e. 
and man. | 


kale ALBERT. 


Al. What' s the matter Sir—where' s my friend? ? 
Dip. Get out of 7 an; you and your 
friend. 
Al. Sir! 
Dip. I fay, Sirrah, how dare you 9156 ſuck a 


perſon under my roof? 


Al, What, Sir, don't you find his merit equal 


to — 

Dip. Merit! yes, nature indeed has thrown 
away her gifts upon him ;—but, Sir, did you 
imagine that my 5 for painting had ab- 
ſorb'd all my ſafes for every thing elſe? this 
your fiery ory and ſcientific ming? 

Al. Sir, I don't underſtand you. | 

Dip. A reſpeQable ſon-in-law you o recom- 
mended, 

Al. Don't you find him fo, Sir? 


Dip. Find im ſo, Sir? what a fellow that 


could fall afleep at my lecture upon the Clara Ob- 
ſcura take my picture for the Hangman of Duſ- 
ſeldorp—and hete now, only I come in at the 
nick, was going to play the devil with poor Ja- 
quelette. 

Al, Floris do all this ? 


Dip, Come to viſit my daughter, and not five 
minutes here, before he and her maid get run- 


ning after one another, like Daphne and Apollo. 


Al. This behaviour, Sir, is ſo inconfiſtent with 


his former conduct, I'm ſo much amaz'd. 

Dip. Well, none of your amazes, but get him 
out take him—kick him out, or out you go 
together, for a pair of impudent profligates. 

VOL, Il. | 3H Als 


. THE BLACKSUrIR or rw 


A. My dear father, "moderate your anger; if 
he's capable of rudeneſs, I'm much deceived in 
him. Ha, ha ha! you know, you're apt to be a 
little odd ſometimes, I ſuppoſe my friend had a 
mind to amuſe himſelf, with your humour; but 
however I'll inftantly' find him, and ktiow the 
meaning of all this. [Exit 
Dip. (looking out) Oh, here he comes again, and 
Jaquelette [00 Ong gracious indeed—oh, yes; 
ay to be ſure, kiſs - upon my word! ve well; * 
here they are — 'I ſee what they d be at. [retires 


Enter Orzzo and JAQUELETTE. | 


. But tell me, Otho, ah! you were always 
ſuch an arch one! In your rovings, did you think 
of your poor Jaquelette? _ A 
Otho. Jaquelette, my ſweet girl; fine women” 
1 have certainly ſeen, and a very fine min yon 
ſee I am now myſelf, but tho” I travell'd about 
—and—and round about, through ſeas and- fo- 
reſts, and towns, and—little lanes, yet, your 
bright eye was my northern ſtar, and the com- 
pals of my pole. | | 
Jag. But why won't you tell me, what brings, 
ou into this houſe ? „ 
e Oh, I'm upon a great * 5 
e Sy I 
040 The point of being married.” 
Jag. Then, My dear Otho, I find you'll take 
no denial. I fee you will have me. | 
OS (afide) No, I won't. 
. You'll ſoon be my lord and maſter. 
Delos (aide) Yes, when I marry your miſtreſs. 
faq: lage, indeed I can't refuſe you. 8 
400. 
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Obo. Thus after. a heg voyage, I bring my _ 


cargo ſafe to the port of Love, and thus 1 pay 


9 . going to 4% ber) | 
I Pay duty Egad it looks ve- 


ry Ws ——— thou ag Hey! you Lane 55 
9 do you mean by all this? | 
No harm, Sir. | 

0: No, Sir, we won't bart” one es 


Dip. But huſſey, do you know who 625 ve 


t there? 
Othe. (afide) Ah, now I ſhall be blown. 
Jag. Dol know! yes, Sir, it's only a young 
man 
Otbo. (apart) Huſh, I'm not a young man! 
aq. A very honeſt lad. 
Otho. (apart) Be quiet! I'm not an honeſt lad. 
Dip. Why girl ! he's the Artiſt, that 1 3 
Jag. By ke; a Blackſmith, | | 
Dip. A Blackſmith! | | | 
Otho. (aſide) Ah, it's all out! Cretires. 
Dip. What, the great Painter! (calls) . 
Albert, you Albert. 


Ne. enter ALBERT, 


Sirrah, did you want to impoſe upon me, or have 
you been impos'd upon yourſelf? 

Al. Sir! | 

Dip. Why here you're -oing to introduce ano- 
ther Blackſmith into my family. 

Al. REV 75 

Dip. Yes, your great Painter 


Al, Ha, M4 ba! | bs: 4 . 
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Otto afide) My maſter ! then as over. 


A. Why, Pioris, my father here is deceiv'd 


in you as well as Adela ; he will have it too, that 


you re the Blackſmith. Ha, ha, ha! 


Dip. What's the puppy at now? Who' 5 this ? 
Ain. Then my intent is anticipated -I dont 


at the picture) but I had hopes that ſuch a proo 


of what I am, might obliterate the memory of 


what 1 have been. 

Dip. This picture a work of yours? (turning 
to Otho) Then who are you, you dog, that luve 
been pulling my ears about? | 

Otho. Meaning me, Sir! (0 Quintin) Oh, my 
dear Sir, my kind, good Maſter, how Ah I am 
to find you, | 

uin. What have you been about 1 Sir - 
rah ?—and this picture 

Othe. (coking at it with Nette ſurpriſe) Bleſs 
me! > 

Quin. How came it hers? | 
y Otho, ( N Ay, ſpeak —how came i 

ere ? 


Otho. (to Dipembeck) Yes, you Tertainly have- 
been at ſome roguery. 

Dip. (to Otho) You're a very e fellow. . 
Otbo. I fay he is not a comical fellow- 

Quin. (to Otho) Come, no ſhuffling. | | 

Otbo. (to Dipembeck) Ay, none o'your ſav 
fling—ſtand till, till I tejl what J know of this 


affair; Sir, * ſaw the fellow that J was talking 
_ to 


Quin. You've been at ſome roguery. (to Otho) : H 


Jacob his name, I left here in Antwerp, as ho- 
neſt a boy But here, 8, 1 find him on my 
coming home, an errant chief about an hour 

ago Sir thinking of no more harm than a babe, 


to in the ſtreet 1 did me | | 
the honor of—(/ifts up bis leg)—that very lad— 


ſays I to myſelf, I think PI ſhave'3 wang up 


my razor in the _— hand | 
un, What's all this to the picture? 


Otho. Yes, Sir, at that inſtant, Sir, in in came 8 


this rogue ä 
Enier Icon. 


Opens his Amiden ſcheme—— | 
Facob. Oho! 


Otho. But fays , paching him out, as I might 


- this young man; go away, fays I, for this may 


be a hanging matter. (puſhes Facob out) And to 


be ſure, to get him ſafe out of the houſe I was 
reſolv*d to follow him; thinking it beſt to get off, 
I mean to get him off, fo, I—went—out—down 
(getting to the door by 3 [ Exit. ſuddenly. 

Dip. (after à pauſe) Well? Eh! he is down 
(looks out) and I fancy out too. 

Al. Ha, ha, ha,—what father, was it Otho 
you've been telling me of ? 


Dip. 1 don't know what you mean by Otho— ' 


but that is the Cathedral painter, inſide and 
outſide. \.. 


Al. Ha, ha, ha Why Sir—this ( pointing fo | 


Quintin) — this is my friend. 
Dip. What, are you the painter of this pickurb? 


(Luintin bows) Ch this is ſomething like the ſon- 


in-law I wiſh'd for Enough my daughter is 
your's. 
Al. 
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5:0. Flori, 1 give you joy as my ſiſter ſup- 
poſes you to be her lover . you've a0 
difficulty there, 

Lain. She's right Albert, I now baniſh the iden 
with ſcorn. of obtaining her by a fraud, tho? 
without her I cannot exiſt I am AK her r lover, 
Quintin Matſys. N e 
Al. HW! hk 

Quin. My dear Albert, 1 found by your en 


of birth your prejudice ſo ſtrong againſt me, 


that I e as myſelf, your conſent I never 
ſhould obtain Therefore excuſe the 2 


Dip. Never mind him, ſay ſomething to me. | 
Quin. (turning to Dipembeck) Sir, when but a 
poor blackſmith, forgetting my humble Radon, 
I aſpired to your daughter's heart—you, Sir, 


declared you'd give her to none but a painter. 


Lovelent me induſtry to apply, genius to excel, 
and the hope that my Adela might be one day | 


the bright 3 ſweeten'd all my labours. 


Dip. Then 5 ſhall never loſe by a truth, 
55 you might have gained by 2 falſehood 
You deſerve my daughter, and you ſhall 25 
her. | 


Enter ADELA and 6 fl 


Here Adela—take your blackſmith. 

Adela. My dear Quintin—my kind father! 

Dun. I ſmoke dis affair. ( puts his pipe in 4 
mouth) 

Dip.. Then go ſmoke ſomewhere elſe ? 

Al. Quintin, I bluſh for my ridiculous pride, 
and ſhall now think — honor'd by your 


alliance. A 
Dip. 
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Dip. Ha, ha, ha !—this is ſtrange !—-ſo you 
threw by the hammer and took up the pencil, 
but with your leave, your picture here l' pre- 
ſent to an Engliſh nobleman now in Antwerp, 
who is collecting pictures for Windfor caſtle. 


Ain. And as love could change à blackſmith 


into a painter, let lovers of facceeding ages, 


when they look on my picture of the miſers, 


ſay with the Painter of >. Si. Love over- 
comes all things. * 
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FF: Two ACTS. 
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Sir Toby Tarte. — Mr. Quick. 
Rupee, ... ... . ... . . . .. . . . . .. Mr. Epwin. 
Captain Bellcamp, .. acai lf: WrrTrFIELD. 
Lake. sees see Mr. Boorn. 
Grog, . . .... ...... ...... . ... Mr. Les Lewis. 
Maurice, —.—.ů—.—j——.—(—(ů—.—ů——t Mr. Manon. 
Sterne, . .. ...... ..... .... .. Mr. Fe4ROX. 


C Ü goo ihoniea' Bile BoB $> 


Cable, ——— Mrs. KexxEDy. 


| Lily "FIC | oocordoradivarenoniadhrace Mrs, Wes. 


Cornelia, . . ...... ...... ...... . . Mrs. Maurrz. 


Florimel, —.——————.——9—VtGe Mrs. IncnBaLD. 
Nancy, e ee e ee Mrs. WILsox. 


— FE — 


SCENE, London. 


POSITIVE MAN. 


ACT 1 
"SCENE I. 
St. Fames's Park. 

Enter Captain BeuLcame and Servant. 


Carr. 5 
H ERE, Robert! 


Serv. Sir, | 

Capt. B. Defire my man to ſee the baggage 
removed from the hotel. 

Serv. Yes. Sir. "xx 5 1-9 

Capt. B. Is not this my friend—— _ 


Euter Luxx. 


Ha! my dear Lakel 


Lake. Captain Bellcamp ! Welcome to Eng- 
land; when did you arrive? 


Capt. B. Not eight hours ago. But my lovely 
Cornelia— | 
312 | Lake, 
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Late. 1 ſhall ſee Miſs Tacit this morning. 
Capt. B. My Cornelia? 
Lake. I ſaid Miſs Tacit. In half an hour, 
Lady Tacit fits to me. 
Capt. B. My comely mother in law chat is to 


Lake. That is not to be. (afide) You, had 
better not viſit there immediately. 

Capt. B. Why ? has any thing happen'd during 
my abſence to—is Cornelia—ſpeak. 

Lake. Cornelia, to-morrow, is to be wedded 
to another, : 
a Oo: B. Another! Is it poſſible—can the be 
alſe ? | 

Lake. No, no, you meg þ her—her heart i is as 
true to you as you can wiſh. 13 5 


— 


be. 


Enter Mavkrce, 


Mat. Oh Maſter! IM. Lake! by the word 
of a traveller, I'm glad to ſee your honour. 

Lake. I thank you, Maurice. Bellcamp, yon- 
der goes your rival. 1 

Capt. B. What that tawdry ſpark ! 

Late. Yes, that's young Rupee. _ 
Capt. B. He ſhall — * her, I'll oblige him 
to it. | 

Mau. Don't do any thing to oblige him, Sir; 
but if you pleaſe, Il juſt walk over, and decently 
knock him down. 

Lake. Stop! Have a care—no quarrels here, 
Maurice. | 

Mau. Quarrel! I know my diſtance, I make 
fo free as to affront a gentleman ! No, no, 5 

| only 
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only handſomely knock him down, and then leave 
my maſter to quarrel with him. 


Capt. B. Who is that ſea- faring . man, N 


arm in arm with him: 
Lake. That, Sir, is Tom Grog; formerly be- 


longed to the Royal Navy, bur ſince, acquiring a 


tolerable fortune in the Eaſt-Indies, under Ru- 
pee's father, he is moſt gratefully attach'd to 
the ſor. ; tho ſuch a whimkical pas: they are 


conſtant companions. 
Capt. B. A whimſical contraſt pr 


Lake. Yes, Rupee the Beau, dances Tom 


Grog, the Tar, to every place of faſhionable re- 
ſort at this end of the town: and the Man of War 

convoys. the Indiaman from the Gun at Billings- 
gate, to the Artichoak at Blackwall. They are 
now at a picture-fale in Pall Mall, preſently to ſee 
a ſhip launch'd at Portſawuth : to-night they may 


be ſeen ſliding the promenade at Soho, and to- 


morrow, ſmoaking a ſegar at the Anchor in Wap- 
ping. 


Capt. B. A Greyhoutid and a Maſtiff coupled. 
Mau. By the word of a traveller; a ſea-gull and 


a jack-daw might as well * their horſes to- 


gether. 
Capt. B. But what did you want, Maurice! ? 


Maa. Faith,' Sir, I wanted only—ob, I thought | 


your honor might want this card that Mr, Lake 
left at the lodgings juſt now; I brought it along 
wich me, but forgot it on the table - but now that 
he is here, he may deliver it to you himſelf by 
word of mouth. [Exi 
Capt. B. My dear Lake, you're going to Sir 
Toby Tacit's : will you convey a few lines from 
me-to Cornelia ? 
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Tate. With pleaſure but come, courage 
captain; what a ſoldier, and afraid!  * | 
Capt. B. Oh, my dear Lake, to loſe the field 
when I. thought 1 had only to claim the triumph 
of victory. _. " [Exeunt. 


Enter RUPEE and Gros. w 


Grog. Avaſt, ye ſee, you ſteer eſpe in | the 
wind's eye. 

Rup. Pardon me, pardon me, dear Tom Grog. 

Grog. Your brain is ſhoal-water d'ye fee, and. 
you come bump upon the rock of nonſenſe. 
Kup. But, my good friend, a coach is a vehicle 
out of your element—Ha, ha, ha! A coach, 
built by a ſhip carpenter; I ſuppoſe you'd have a 
Lion for your coachman, apropos, I loſt ten 
rouleaus at an E. O. Table laſt night—Oh, - but 
Tom, you accompany me to Ranelagh ?* 

Grog. A bargain; and remember you take a 
meridian with me at the Three Jolly Sailors. 

Rup. Meridian! Apropos, we are to be at the 
Maſquerade next Thuriday night; do you go in 
a domino? 

2 Pl 80 in a coach. 

Pſha! take me, Tom. 

— I will, if you'll come. 

Rup. Still wrong—Underſtand me, I mean 
what dreſs ? 

Grog. Dreſs! Oh I'll fail to the Pantheon as a 
Britiſn ſeaman. 

Rup. Oh there's no diſguiſe 1 in that now III 
go like a fool. 

Grog. Not much diſguiſe in that either. 


Kup. Aer am to ſee Signor Squalini, 
the 


the opera ſinger preſently at the "TORE Coffee 
houſe; Tom, will you meet me at the Qranges 
over a diſh of coffee? 
Grog. Damn the Orange and coffee! I' meet 
nk at the Cannon, over a diſh of gunpowder. 


Enter Quo, craſſg. 
Quid. Oh, Maſter Thomas, ſhan'c we take a 


facer in the evening at the Blue Anchor? , 
Grog. Stop, you Quid, ſing my friend Rupee, 
ee chaunt about little Nan, 


AIR. um. 


What ſhould Sailors do on ſhore, 
Kiſs the Girls and toſs the Can; 
When the Cannons ceaſe to roar, 
'* Sweet the voice of ſmiling Nan. 
Love the boatſwain's whiſtle blows, 
Pipes all hands to pleaſure, boys; 
*Round the joyous bumper flows, 
Beauty then re our joys. 


Bring me firſt a Perles Bowl, 
Deeper than can plummet ſound; 
Give me next a generous Soul, . 

That in loving knows no bound. 
lowing ever let it be, 
If the tide good liquor prove ; 

Then my hearts e's hop to Sea, 

Sailing with the Girls we love. 


Nancy is my true-love's name, 
And to compliment my dear, 
Bonny ſhip ſecure thy fame; 

* You the darling title bear. 
Rough the Ocean, rude the Wind. 
But when honor'd by my Laſs, 
Pne ſhall be as Zephyr's kind, 


Tocher ſuooth as Looking-glals, 


— — 
— — 
2 
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- Rwup 1 drink tea at Sir Toby Tacit's this even- 
ing. Tom, you'll come, I'll introduce you to 
the ladies, you _ ſee my intended n Cor- 
melia. 
Grog. Aye, jv me her little waiting maid, 
Nancy; if can get her to my birth in the mi- 
nories, I ſhall be as happy as an Admiral. 
Rupp. Admiral! Apropos—I ſhall be married 
to- morrow— Tom, you'll dreſs to honor kv 
wedding. ö 
«+ Grog. Yes, if the taylor brings home my new 
rigging. But now you talk of a wife, the firſt time 
I ever ſaw my wife the pretty Peggy, was on 
Portſmouth ramparts, 'full dreſs'd, ſtreamers fly- 
ing, gay as a commiſſioner's yatch at a naval re- 
view What cheer my heart? ſays I—ſhe bore 
away; love gave ſignal for chace, fo I crowded ſail, 
threw a ſalute ſhot acroſs her fore-foot-to make 
her bring too; prepared for an engagement, we 
came to cloſe quarters, grappled, I threw a volley 
of kiſſes at her round- top, the ſtruck—next day, 
with a chear, I took my prize in tow to Farum 
Church, and the parſon made out my warrant for 
command Captain of the Pretty Peggy fifteen 
years; then ſhe foundered in Blanket Bay— 
Death took charge, and left me to ſwim thro? life 
and keep my chin above water as long as I cou'd. 
Rup. Tom, you may be chin-deep, but water 
can never reach your lips, unleſs mixed with 
brandy—brandy ! apropos, now for the ladies. 
Grog. Well, ſhear off d'ye fee, I have buſineſs 
at the Admiralty, and then I bear away for Tow- 
er Hill, to meet ſome Hearts of Oak. 
Rup. Adieu, my Man of War, my vis-a-vis is 
at St. James's Gate, ſo Tom farewell, and now 
hey for the land of love. [ Exit, 
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Grog- Now muſt I cruize in the channel of Cha- 
ring Croſs, to look out for this lubber that affronted 
me aboard the Dreadnought. I heard he put in 
at the Admiralty—Hold !—is Rupee gone, if he 
thought I went ro fight, mayhap he'd bring the 
Maſter-at-arms upon me, and have me in the 
bilboes, —Smite my timbers there goes the enemy. 


Enter STERN. (croffing) | 


LIT hail him—Yo! ho! 
Stern. What chear? 

Grog. You're Sam Stern 

Stern. Les. 5 
- Grog. Do you remember me? 

Stern. Remember! Yes, thof your'e rich now, 
you're ſtill Tom Grog. 

Grog. Lou affronted me aboard the Dread- 
nought, the Spaniards were then in view, and 1 
didn't think it time to reſent private quarrels when 
it is our duty to thraſh the enemies of our coun- 
try, but Sam Stern, you are the man that 
affronted Tom Grog. 

Stern. Mayhap fo. 

Grog.. Mayhap you'll fight me? 

Stern. I will-—when and where? 

Grog. The where is here—the when is now; 
and flap's the word. (lays his hand on his banger) 
But hold, we muſt ſteer off the open ſea into 
ſome creek. W 

Stern. But I've neither cutlaſh nor piſtols, 

Grog. I ſaw a handſome cutlaſh, and a pretty 
pair of barking irons, in a pawnbrokers window 
Come it lies in our way to the War-office. 

Stern. I ſhould like to touch at the Victualling- 
office in our voyage. | 

VOL, 11. 3K | Grog. 
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Grog.. Why.an't you dined . 


Stern. I've none to eat. 

Grog A ſeaman in England, withont a dioder! 
that's hard, damned hard !—there's ryan 
me when you can. (gives 4 handful of money) - 
Stern. How much? | 

Grog. I don't know—get your Sine 
the arms, meet me in two hours at Deptford, 
and ſhiver me like a Tp if 1 don't blow your | 
head off. | 

Stern. Then I can't pay you your mon 8 

Greg. True but mayhap you may ta e off 
mine, and if ſo, I ſhall 3 no occaſion for it. 

Stern. Right, I forgot that. (wipes bis eyes) 

Grog. What do you ſnivel for? 

Stern. What a dog am I to uſe a man ill, and 
now be obliged to him for a meals meat. 

Grog. Then you own you've uſed me in —aſk 
my pardon? 

Stern. T'll be damn'd if Ido! 

Grog. Then take it without aſking, you "re 
curſed ſaucy, but you're a good ſeaman, and 
harky'e Sam, the brave man, tho' he ſcorns the 
fear of puniſhment is always afraid to deſerve it. 
— Come, when you've {tow'd your bread-room, 
a bowl of punch ſhall again ſet friendſhip afloat. 

Stern. Oh! I'm a lubber! 

Grog. Avaſt ! ſwab the ſpray from your bows, 

oor fellow! don't heed my ſoul, whilſt you've 
the heart of alion, never be aſham'd of the feel- 
ings of a man. | [Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE II. 
Stix Togy T Acrr's. p 
Ener FLORIMEL and Naxor. 


Ns: My old Maſter Sir Toby ! what a enflel 
man to break his word with Miſs Cornelia and 
the Captain, and divide two ſuch ſweet young 
lovers. 

Flo. But who knows but my brother may yet 
obtain your miſtreſs and you be happy with your 
Hibernian Lover Mr, Maurice O'F:nnigan. 

Nan. Oh my dear Madam ! how can that be? 
isn't Mr. Rupee the great Nabob to be married 
to my young lady to-morrow ? and would you 
think it Madam, who ſhould bowl up to me this 
morning but Mr. Grog, he ſaid I was a tight veſ- 
ſel for port—Yes Ma'am, and he ſwore he'd be 
my top- -gallant, and that he'd engage to grapple 
and attack me 'till I'd ſtrike ; Perhaps ſays I Sir 
I ſcorn your port, PII have no top-gallant, Sir, 
ſays I, and when he attack'd me to ſhew him I 
could ſtrike, I lent him a box o'the ear. 

Flo. Nancy I want to ſpeak to you on very par- 
ticular buſineſs—but yonder comes your miſtreſs 
—let me ſee you prelently 

[Exit Nancy. 
poor Cornelia] how D 


Enter ConxzLIA. 


Cor. My. dear Florimel—ſentence is paſt, My 
3K 2 father 
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father and mother are inexorable and I muſt g give 
my hand to Mr. Rupee to-morrow. F 
Flo. Well the man of my heart with al my 
heart T'll marry, and none elſe for me Cornelia; 
where 1 love Fll honour and obey, tis well I've 
none to controul me, but if I had my girl (con- 
fiſtent with honor) I'd give you a ſpirited exam- 
l. 
, Cor. Oh Florimel were Belcamp here, 1 ſhou 4 
have no occaſion for example. 


AIR. —CokxRLIA. 


Love thy filken banners wave 
Home invite the young and brave ; 
Let him quit the hoſtile _— - 
From the foe his miſtreſs ſhield ; | * 
Come my Gallant Soldier come, 
To the call of Cupid's drum. 


Down of Doves thy coat of Mail 7 
Softeſt ſounds thy triumph hail, ö 
Myrtle wreaths thy brows entwine 
And that pleaſing taſk be mine; 
Come my Gallant Soldier come, 
To the call of Cupid's drum, 


Huſh'd the trumpet's brazen throat 
Hark! the flyte's melodious note, 
Mars ſhall ſleep and diſcord ceaſe 
All be harmony and peace; 

Come my gallant Soldier come, 
To the call of Cupid's drum, 


[ Exit, 

Flo. The dear girl loves my brother with a con- 

Rant and ſincere affection Oh here comes Nancy, 
I think 1 may venture to truſt her. 


Enter 
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Enter Nan CY. 


Nan. You faid Mz'am you wanted me, and 
I'm come to receive your commands. 

Flo. Nancy you're a good ſenſible girl—do you 
approve of this wedding ? 

Nan. Oh dear Ma'am, they never afk'd =y 
opinion about it. | 

Flo. Indeed! | 

| Nan. No Ma'am—ſettled it among themſelves, 
I was too inſignificant to be conſulted. 

Flo. You muſt know Nancy, I have ſome 
hopes of preventing this match—This is my 
3 I'll have a letter convey'd to Mr. Ru- 
— which ſhall inform him that your young 


ady,. has an improper intercourſe with a certain 


young Officer. I have by me the firſt ſuit of re- 
N my brother ever wore, they fit me ex- 

; in them when dreſs'd, I'll be the gallant; 
Ai. my hat, cockade, brazen-face, and ſtrut a- 
la-militaire, 

Nan. Charmin ! I underſtand it all; dear me 
Ma'am, what a fine, fierce, ſmart, wicked, little 
devil of a harmleſs Officer you will make. - 

Flo. Now, I charge you not to drop a word of 
this affair to any body. 

Nan. Oh Lord, if Mr. Rupee ſhowd refuſe, 
and.the dear Captain ſhou'd come home and mar- 
ry her; and Mr, O'Finnigan my ſweet-heart was 
to ſay, arrah Nancy will you marry me; lord 
what merry times we ſhould have ! 

Flo, Away, aWay—— [ Exit Nancy. 
Here comes Sir Toby and Lady Tacit in their 
old humour, ſhe really, poſitive, tho' ſeemingly 
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all 8 while Sir Toby, having neither 
idea or opinion of his own, moſt violently and 
obſtinately lays hold of every one that sfuggeRed 
"A _y my e muſt avoid chem. a 

| 1 25 lei. 


Enter SIR Tony and Lapy Tas” 


Sir T. You know my Lady Tacit I am not to 
be controuled, I will have my way. 

Lady T. Win! and have my {weet Sir Toby 
do I ever preſume to have a will of my own ? 
but indeed, my dear love you are a little too poli- 
tive. 

Sir T. Jam, I am a poſitive man, I own. it, 
and I will inſiſt and. perſiſt too, that this new 
houſe I've taken in Portland Place, is charming- 
ly ſituated. I challenge England to afford ſuch a 
delightful proſpect. _ 

Lady T. Sir Toby, pardon me—do you really 
think the view of Highgate and Hampſtead. ſa 
very beautiful? 

Sir T. Me! not I---Viſto the landſcape painter 
commends it indeed, but he knows no more of a 
proſpect than a hedge-hog—the houſe though has 
a lofty hall it ſtrikes you with an air of grandeur, 

Lady T. The hall lofty, Sir Toby! pardon me 
my nad but I proteſt it didn't ſeem fo to me. 

Sir. TJ. Nor to me my lady, I thought indeed 
it ſeemed tolerably high till *tother day trving ta 
cut one of Veſtris' capers, I hit my head againſt 
the lanthorn—but the great parlour my lady, Pl 
lay any man an hundred guineas that parlour 
Cines forty. 


Lady 7. — Sir Toby when once you form an 
Opinion 
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opinion, you will perſiſt in it, you are exceedingly 
obſtinate. 
Sir T. True Lady Tacit, when once I'm deter- 


min'd I am not to be mov'd by the rhetorick of 


Oxford, Cambridge, Sorbonne, or Salamanca. - 


Euter F \F 


Ser. Mr. Rupee; Sir. [Exit 
Sir I. My new Eaſt India ſon-in-law, was my 
Lady Tacit pull up my cravat, and pull down my 


ruffles. * 
Lady T. Sir Toby ! aſk me ſuch a thing ! 


Sir T. Then my lady I will pull down my ruffles 
and pull up my — 4 5 am determined. 


* 


Enter Rur. 5 


Rup. My lady Tacit your- ladyſhip's lane 
ave ! apropos ! Sir Toby your moſt obedient. 


Lady T. Sir, we are exceedingly * of this 


honor. 
Sir T. Sir, we are EXCEndINg proud. 
Lady T. Sir Toby! 
Sir T. Proud ! I mean Sir we are your humble. 
Rup. I hope Madam my lovely Cornelia is well? 
Sir J. She is exceedingly well indeed Sir. 
Lady JT. What are you at my ſweet ? 


Sir T. Only at preſent ſhe has got a moſt dan- 


gerous cold. 
Lady T. Cornelia ! a cold! 
Sir J. But now ſhe's perfectly recovered, and 
my daughter will be ſo happy when ſhe hear 
Lady J. Your daughter! Sir Toby! 


's Sin” 


Sir T. Mine! I am an obſtinate man, but i in | 
this particular I will not be poſitive, . 

Lady T. Mr. Rupee; Dear Sir—l ſhall beg but 
for a few moments, tho' to deprive myſelf of the 
egregious felicity of your very agreeable compa« 
NY. [ Exit. 

Sir T. Egregious felicity! Mr. Rupee what a 
fine ſpoken woman. 

Kup. Very Sir Toby, but that phraſe of egre- 
gious felicity is © 

Sir T. Dami'd: nonfat: 

. Nonſenſe! Apropos did you ever hear me 
ſpeak in Leadenhall Street upon India affairs. 

Sir T. Poor Lady Tacit! all obedience—hum- 
ble as a forſaken Sültana, but Sir in this houſe 1 
am Turk and Tyrant, Sir I am a very Bajazet ; 
Not my fault tho* Mr. Rupee, I was form'd 
with a hard heart, as Othello ſays, „I ftrike it, 
and it hurts my hand - now Sir as to, my wife 
—ſbe's a Lady thanks to my knighthood, but the 

moſt ſilly, ignorant; ridiculous, 


Re-enter Lavy Tacir and CoxxELIA. 


Hem —ſenſible, elegant, and fineſt ſ poken woman 
in England. —Ah my Lady Tacit we were juſt -_ 
talking of you. | 

Lady T. Cornelia child receive Mr. Rupee as 
à gentleman who is ſhortly to be your huſband. 

. Oh my charming Cornelia! Now if I can 
but recollect my oriental compliment (it has plea- 
ſed both black, brown, and yellow, now I'll try 
it on the fair.) (aſide) Cornelia ſpeak my love, 
the melody of your voice is ſweeter than the ſound 
of a Nankin bell, your breath's cinnamon of Cey- 


lon diffuſing fragrance thro' teeth of the ſagaci- 
OUS 
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bos elephant, and coral of the ore j perimtt me 
Madam to touch this fair hand, ſoft 25 weft of the 
Indoſtah worm, your eyes arch'd witk cithels 
hair, brilliant as the diamond of Golconda, and 
the porcelain tower of Pekin's but à faint em- 
blem of the excellent ſymmeiry of Jour beruti- 
ful Tout- en· ſemblee. 

Sir T. Oh charming! elegant Cornelia fpexk 


and make a handſome curtfey. 
Cor; Feonfels Sir, Fant mespidle of anſwetitlg 
fo laviſh and p e a compliment. | ATI OF 20D 


Sir J. What a delightful curtſey the __ 
Eh, Mr. Rupee ? 

Lady T. Oh fie Sir Toby 

Sir T. True my lady, fo 0. Corney you're a 

ood girl, but confound your dancing maſter.— 

Well Mr. Rupee what ſay you to a bottle? 

Lady T. What do you mean to bottle a gentle. 
men at this time of day — Richard! 


Enter SERVANT, 


Get tea. 


Sir T. Look'ye, my Lady Tacit, I am the 


lord and maſter in this. J will be poſitive - there- 
fore I ſay, Richard get tea. Exit Servaat. 
Rup. Tea! Apropos, Ma'am, do you take 

ſnuff? 
Cor. No Sir! Inſignificant coxcomb ! (afide) 
Rup. True, Ma'am, it was formerly in ſtile, 
quite the rage with people of Ton ; but now its a 
vile bore. I took ſnuff once in ſuch profuſion, 
that in moſt polite circles I was diſtinguiſhed by 
the title of Count Macabah. 

Sir T. When I was encamp'd, I took fo much 
ſnuff, that they call'd me Captain Straſbourgh. 

VOL, IL, 3 L Rup. 
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Kup. Straſbourgh! Apropos 1 3 from 
to-morrow I date my felicity. 

Sir T7. Yes, you and my daughter Coraelia 
here, ſhall be married to-morrow morning; thax | 
is, my Lady, if you have no objection. | 

Lady T. Ah Mr. Rupee, they talk of female - 
rerogative: you ſee how weak my influence with 
ſuch a poſitive man. 
Sir T. Yes, Mr. Rupee, when 2 ak of 
paſſion blows, my Lady x is the gentle ozier 
of compliance, and 1 am the ſturdy oak 125 


ſition, 


END OF THE FIRST ACT, | 


* B 


SCENE I. 


Room at a Tavern on Tower Hl. 


CaBLE, STERN, Quid, Bowsparr, a Sailors, 
diſcover'd drinking. 


ALL. 


Huzza! Huzza! 
Stern. I ſay boy, more punch! 
Boy. How much! 1 8 

| ow: A bay! [Exi{ Boy. 
Quid. A ſea! IA 
Stern, An ocean! 


Re-enter Bor, (with a bowl.) 


Here' 's our wooden walls. 
All. Huzza ! Huzza! 
Stern. Come, Cable, tho' the ſharks have fallen 


foul of your wife, never heed give us your 
Poll of Plymouth. "I 7 ” 
312 AIR 
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| Alt Cle. L p 
Sweet Poll of Plymouth was my dear; ; N 
When farced from her to go, 


A-down ber cheeks rain'd many a tear; 
My heart was fraught with woe. 

Our anchor weigh'd, for Sea we ſtood, 
The land A behind; 

Her tears then ſwell'd the briny flood, 
My ſighs encreas d the wind. 5 


We plough'd the deep, and now woke | 
Us lay the Ocean wide; 9 5 
For five long years I had not ſeen 
My ſweet,-my bonny bride. 
That time I'fail*d the world around, 
All for my true love's ſake ; 
But preſt as homeward we were bound, 
I thought my heart wou'd break. 
The Preſs-gang bold I aſk'd in vain, - 
Loo ſet me once on ſhore; | a 
J long'd to ſee my Poll again, 
But ſaw my Poll no more. 
And have they torn my love away, 
And is he gone? ſhe cried; 
My Polly, ſweeteſt flower of. May! | 
Then languiſh'd, droop'd, and died. 


-Duid. Cheer up, my ne where! s Tom 


| Grog all this while? 

Stern. He has put into the Minories to refit, a 
neat cabin, and a ſnug birth there. Why fo 
dazzle my lanthorns! can this be he? 


Enter GRoo  ( faſhionably dreſs'd.) 


Bow. Ha, ha, ha! What a figure of fun! 

Grog. Hey, (bows) how do you like me ? 

Bow. A crow, rigg'd in the feathers of . a 
maccaw. 


Quid, 


* 
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Quid. Or a lie; careen'dina F rench dock. 


Grog. Ay, you may laug h—How they ſhew 
their grinders; I' laugh r ha, ha! 
Now you all think me a monkey. 

Bow. . Yes, to jodge by your tail. 
Grog. Then 1 think you all boars, and you 

know hothing of faſhion, ſtile, rage, or guſto 
—Ben Bowſprit, was you ever at an opera ? 

Bow. Aye, at many, and many an uproar. 

Grog. Or you, Quid, to a ſale at Chriſtie's 

' Bud, No, but I've ſail'd to St. Kitts. 

Grog. Or you, Cable, at a tragedy ? 

Cab. No. 

Grog. Then Jon't 58 till you ſee al theſe 
things, you Dromedaries! 

Stern. I fay Tam's a fine fellow. | 

Bow. Fine! Aye we ſte that by his jacket. 

Quid. What = you talk. of fine—give me an 
honeſt fellow. 

Stern. Well, Tom Grog's as true as an hour 
elaſs, and the man that ſays no, is as falſe as a 
fireſhip, damme! 

Grog. Avaſt, Sam Stern! don't fail without a 
quadrant; I made my money in the Eaſt Indies 
d'ye ſee, and ſo as to my honeſty—Ahem! 

Bow. Eb, what Cable, ſo melancholy my 
heart? ſtill thinking of Sweet Poll. 

Cab. Ay round the world, her memory is never 
out of reckoning. 

Grog. Round the world! Apropos, as Rupee 
lays; Cable, give us Captain Cook. 


' « g 
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| AIR—Canret, 


Ve Chiefs of the Ocean your Laurels thiow by, f 
Or Cypreſs entwine with a wreath; 
To prove your humanity heave a ſoft figh, . 
And a tear now let fall for his death. 
Yet the Genius of Britain forbids us to grieve, 
Since Cook ever honor'd, Immortal ſhalt live. 


\ 


The Hero of Macedon o'er ran the world, 
Yet nothing but death cou'd he give 
was George's command and the Sail was unfurl'd, 
And Cook taught mankind how to live. | 
Yet the Genius of Britain forbids us to grieve, 
Since Cook ever honor'd, Immortal ſhall hve. 


He came, and he A not to conquer but ſave, 
The Cæſar of Britain was he, 
Who ſcorn'd the ambitiou of making a ſlave, 
While Britons themſelves are ſo free, 
Yet the Genius of Britain forbids us to grieve, 
Since Cook ever honor'd Immortal ſhall live. 


Quid. Eh, what beau have we here? (looking 
out) 

Grog. Oh, this is my friend Rupee — now, 
my boys, you ſhall ſre a prince of fellows. 


Enter Rur. 


Rup. Ha, Tom! here! am good as my word 
—Introduce me to your friends. 

Grog. I will, lads look at that ſmart—turn 
about and ſhew your ſhapes—Walk the forecaſtle. 
What think ye boys ?—This d'ye ſee is my friend 
Rupee, the very flower of gentility ; the tulip 
of virtu; the lilly of bon ton, and the pink of 
maccaronies. 

Rip. Hem !—Tho* my eloquence is totally 


. The Muke of this Song by Mr. Shield. 
inadequate 
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inadequate to the Demoſlhenian taſk of expreſs- 
ing my gratitude to Tom Grog, for the ſuper- 


lative honor to which I am permitted, yet be- 


lieve my ſincere aſſurance, that I am, your moſt 
devoted and very obſequious ſlave, 

Bow. Can't be ſpeak Engliſh ?. | 

Stern. Tip us your fin—we' Fe hearts of ok. 


(Vates bands). 


Yes and hands © of one (fd) Apro os, 
amok * 


ſqueez'd my fingers off. 

Grog. Caſt — ( Rupee fin). 

— Drink, 8 

Rup. Little boy, get me a pint of Burgundy ? ? 

Bey. Burgundy ! Burton ale Sir, Is the only 

we fell, 

Stern. Psha ! drink grog. ( fills a glaſs). 

I will- Tom Grog healtb. (drinks) 

All. Ha, ha, hall 

Kup. Where's my ſmelling bottle, the tar 
overcomes me. (takes out a ſmelling bottle) 

Grog. And may the Engliſh tar ever beable to 
overcome. 

Stern. What little bottle's that ? 

Rup. My dalmahoy. 

Stern. A damme 17 5 

Rup. No Sir, my melling-bottle—I ſhall be 
poiſon'd. 

Grog. Boy, get us ſome devil'd biſcuit to make 
us dry, and ſome burnt brandy to quench our 
thirlt ? 

Rup. Don't do it little boy, ſet on fire, and 
quench'd with brandy ! 

Stern, 1 ſee by your pumps you dance a good 
hornpipe. 

Rup. Sir, I am tolerable in a pas ſeul. 

Stern, Give us a ſong ? 

Grog. Aye, a roaring ſong. 


AIR. 


Then Hl it up again boys, 
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| Gentle God of Love aſſiſt,” 8 ai 


Softly touch the Vari, Male; ih 5 


If that's the caſe my boy your fiſt, 111 51 


e make you dener before weben o al 


Oh la 
ound] what a quaver. Ha! ha, Ta! ky dg 
Heavens what behaviour. Ha, ha, ha!“ 2 


Jack, d' ye ſee, this Roupee, N 1 e ) 


"Whap a 2 ayers 4 rie 

Grog, mayhap this here char 

Is then a Man 421 faſhion. © P.. pi . br 

Friend no bam, for that I am, e 

Upon my reputation. 3 
Come, Sam, puſh the bowl about 

It's almoft out ; ; 


- 


See, ſee it's almoſt out, 


| ' CHORUS. 


Our tide tho' now low*, KOT PPE 
- Shall again nobly flow; . 
And Britons again ſhall be Lords of the Maing 


Boy, bring in the booze. 
Oh my Eau de Luce. 
Of Beer a full pot. 
Where's my Bergamotte. 
We trample on our foes. 
Gads curſe, dear Sir, my toes. 
Sailors, ſee a lover fervent, 
Ever of the fair obſervant, 
Bows your flave and humble fervand 


al 


CHORUS. 


Our tide tho' now low | 
Shall again nobly flow; 
And Britons again ſhall be Lords ofthe Main. 


[ Exeunt. 


* Aluding to the national circumſtances of thoſe times. 
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ScENE II. 
| S Tosy Tarr 3. 
Enter Rupzs and Nancy with 4 ine, 


Nan. Sir, Sir! 
Kup. Want me my dear? 7 


Nan. Me, no Sir, only 3 the door 


Juſt now, defired me to give your honor this let- 
ter. - 
Who, ? Ic 

— I can” 2 * Sir, but he look'd like a 

3 and he gave it me, and then ran away. 
Rup. A foldier! apropos, ran away very well, 

Nan. (afide) So that's done. Now if Miſs 
Florimel has got into her regimentals, we fhall 
go on delightfully. [ Exit. 

Kup. A Jove-letter I fuppoſe. ny. 

<< Ingot Rupee, Eſq.——Sir, the Lady you 
« deſign to make your wife is unworthy of that 
« honor, being connected with a certain young 
« officer” Indeed To prove my charge, 
« this night, you may ſee him admitted into 
«her chamber.” So, ſo, ſo l“ If this time- 
© ly notice prevents your ruin and diſgrace, the 
© intent is anſwer'd of your unknown friend. 

TroMas TELLTRUTH.” 

A ſoldier ! Your humble ſervant Tommy Tell- 
truth.—Apropos, if this ſhould be the diſcharge 
of a gun to murder a lady's reputation. (reads) 
te Eleven is the hour to prove my truth! truth! 
Apropos, it muſt be falſe Officer Eh I did 


bear of one Captain Belcamp, tha. but he's 


VOL. II. 3 M * in 
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in America Ell watch tho'—Yes, Ill try the 
luſtre of my brilliant's beauty by night, and if I 


find 2 flaw in the. diamond, it all never be ſet 
in my wedding ring. 1 | [ Exit. 


Re- enter Naner, (with, a ſword) 


Nan, There he goeg—precious heart if he 8 
vex'd now, how mad he will be when he ſees our 
little Captain I muſt give her her ſword tho” 
(taps at the door) Ma'am, ma'am are you drels'd. 
Oh here ſhe comes. | 81 


(Enter from the Room FLORIMEL in Regimental) 


Flo. Well Nancy, my gir], how do you hke 
me? 
Nan. Oh charming ma'am, TI believe I may 
venture to truſt you with a ſword, I fan 
you are not very dangerous. (grves the fw ſw od) 

Flo. There now, my hat, -quick, 

Nen. Oh! I forgot that—Pll run for it. 

Exit. 

Ebb. You'll find me in the room where I Porn 
—without a cockade, what's an officer? 

Sir T. (rithout) kla, ha, ha! well done Mr, 
Lake: 
Flo, Heavens—Sir Toby ! he has cut off my 
retreat to my ras" ante ex Aa muſt take ſanctu- 
ary here. [ Exit into @ room. 


Enter SiR Tozx. 


Sir T. oy very capital Diana Mr. Lake is mak- 
ing of my goddeſs—but no need of a creſcent 
Sher 
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where the face is a full moon ſince Lady Tacit 
is drawn as. Diana, I'll be Apollo; but hold, can 
] wear my blue and gold in Apollo? I can't dreſs 
| Phoebus in a bag-wig I'm afraid, let me ſee, 

true, the prints of all the heathen deities are in 
the next room, I'll ſee what I can wear in the 
character of Sol—Yes,-I'll ſhine upon canvaſs 
the Phoebus of the Northern world. 

1 in at "the door from whence F lorimel entered. 


Re enter Nancy with a regimental bas. 


Nan. Ma'am here's your hat and cockedy. 

( puts it on) Lord what pretty things theſe ſort of 

hats are, I wiſh it was the faſhion for women to 

wear them.—Come out here you wicked little 

— ( ſings) 6 Fora 5 a ſoldier's the 12 
or me. 


Re. enter Six Tory. 


Sir T. Hey what beau⸗· belle have we hn Fo: 
Nan. My maſter ! 

Sir T. And ſo I'm a wicked little rogue. * 
ie hat) What's all this? 

Nan. That Sir, is—a—hat. 

Sir T. Thankye—but who's hat ? 

Nan. Sir it's a man's hat. 

Sir T. Thankye again, and what brought it 
on your head? 

Nan. Why Sir, my hand. 

Sir T. Very well; fo this is a hat, and a man's 
hat, and you put it * your head with your hand. 
Wonderful information about this girl ! 

Nan. I'll perſuade him its his own. (afide) 
Lord Sir, don't you know your own Militia hat. 
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Sir T. My militia hat, what when I was Cap- 


tain Straſbough, dear bot I'm poſitive it's 
no ſuch thin 
Nan. Lord Sir ! don't you remember the cock- 


ade 
Sir T. True, I did wear a cockade when I was 


an officer, but you huſſey you, what a ſervant- 


wench, preſume with her audacious hand to put 
my military hat upon her impudent head, and 


dare to profane this martial beaver, with her 
ſpinſter fingers and her maiden hair. 
Nan. Lord Sir, I was only going to get your 


man to bruſk it. 


Sir T. What on your head Go, go, into 
our frills and your top-knots — upon my honor, 
wiſh the ladies wou'd mind their tea and their 
toilets, and leave their cock'd hats and cock'd 
heads to us grenadiers of the creation. 
LE 
Nan. Well out of this, tho' we've loſt a hat 
in _ ſcuffle, but now to look for Miſs ori- 
m ; 
Grog. (without) Yo ho! a-board the brig a- 
ho 
Nan. Oh lud! here's Mr. Grog the noiſy 
failor. Now will he teize me ta death, and i in- 
terrupt Miſs Florimel's ſcheme. 
Grog. Friend, Rupee. Yo, ho! 
Nan. Here he is, lucky! I think I've a plan 


to ſecure him, 


Enter GRoG, 


Erd. N , oh tty yatch— what 
; 2: ancy, ah, oh my pretty yatc 
Nan. 


Nan. Very good cheer, thankye Sir. 


you muſt know, I freighted a tight coach at the 
minories, myſelf the lading; our top well mann'd 


with a ſtout coachman and good horſe, ſtar- 
board and port—but having 


ſelf, d'ye ſee, went aloft, took the reins, and 
made the pilot ſtand upon the poop, fail'd thro? 
Cheapſide, Fleet- ſtreet, made the Streights of St. 
Dunſtan's and Shot Temple-bar like a needle; 
but St. Clement's church, ſtanding as it were 
acroſs the channel, and I not underſtanding as it 
were the tiller of a coach, I run my .bowfprit 
foul of a poſt, and come bump aſhore into an 
oil-ſhop. Pars 


Nan. Lord Sir, you are ſurpriſingly clever— 


what has he been talking about ? 
Grog. Ah Nan, my girl, what a ſmart laſs 


you be. | 
Nan. I thank you Sir, for your good opinion. 


Grog. Ay, you're not a ſhrew like Jenny Grif- 


fin o'the point, or a ninny hammer. like Nell 
Noodle of Woolwich ; nor a tipler like Bet Bub 
of Chatham, I'm not vers'd in your courtſhip 
lingo ; yet it ſhall never be ſaid that Tom Grog 
fell to leeward when a pretty girl was on the 
beam ; and tiſn't that I'd found my own trum- 
pet, but vou won't meet a truer heart from the 
croggit yard to the gib-boom-end. You've 
ſomething damn'd handſome about you, and ſo 
in one word, ſhall | poſſeſs the pretty Nancy ?— 
Say no, and damn the dog that axes you again. 
Nan. Ah you gentlemen—but Mr. Grog, if I 
was to be fo fond. and filly, wou'd you marry me 
afterwards ? & 


G og. 


Grog. I had near damag'd my timbers juſt now Fn 


a.delire to ſteer my= _ 
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Grog. No; and 1 tell you fo W A 
true ſeaman may hang out alle colours to decoy 
an enemy, but none but a pirate, would, for a 
moment's pleaſure, deceive an affrctionate girl 


that relied upon his honor. 


Nan. Why you gentlemen faitors have a deal 
of honor; I had once a failor for a ſweetheart, 
only they call'd him a ſmuggler. 3 YA 


' AIR.—Nancy. 


My William was bold as the wind, 
He combated many a gale; 
To me he was gentle and kind, 
As the breezes that fport in the vale. 
He put his ſwift wherry to ſea, 
The Cutters ſhe dared not come nigh; 
And he landed his cargo of tea, 
Then ſwore to defend it he'd die. 


I pant for the liſe of my dear, 

The Cutter draws nigh to the ſhore ; 
Each ſtroke now redoubles my fear, 

And my heart it beats time with the 0ar., 
The ball from the cannon is fled, | 

Tis fate, cruel fate gives the wound: 
That William, ſweet William is dead, 

The rocks now with terror reſound. 


For me he engaged in the ſtrife, | 
T'enrich me he broke the king's laws; 
For love the dear youth loſt his life, 
And ſhe that he lov'd was the cauſe. 
Come hither attend on his bier, 
Ye Sailors ſo loving and brave; 
Nor think no diſgrace, if a tear 
Of yours, drop with mine on his grave. 


But dear me I to ſtay ſinging here, when I ſhon'd 
try to get him out of the houſe. Sir, ſomebo- 
dy's coming, and if you're ſeen with me—do 


ſtep in there, and I'll be with you preſently. 
Grog. 
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Grog. What clap me under hatches. (goes into 
a cloſet) nt did hs rg. 
Man. Huſh, I'll be with you in a few mi- 
nutes. SH) ; : * f 54 | 
Grog. Well, but don't keep me long in this 
hen-coop. | EAST 

Nan. No, no. ( ſhuts the door) Stay you there 
my gallant ſailor. 1 eh It 


Enter MauRI c. 


Mau. So, nobody ſaw me coming in, and if 
I can ſee Nancy ah, Nancy! you dear creature, 
is it you, or yourſelf? 

Nan. Heavens ! Mr. O'Finnigan? 

Mau. When laſt we parted; you gave me 2 
kiſs to keep, and ſo here I have brought it home 
to you again, (kiſſes her) 

an. How got you into this houſe ? 

Mau. Thro' the door; I found it open, and 
faith open I left it. 

Nan. But where's your Maſter ? 

Mau. 1 muin't tell he's come home. (de) 
he's in America. | | | 

Nan. And really Maurice, isn't your maſter in 
London? 

Mau. I tell you no; if you don't believe me, 
oy the St. James's Coffee-houſe, and axe him- 
elf. 

Nan. Oh then he is come home ? 

_ Who told you that? ſome buſy fool or 
Other, ; 

Nen. Huſh! if Sir Toby or my Lady knows 
you're here, they'll go mad. Oh dear heart, 
Im fo frighten'd. | 

Mau. 
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Mau. By the word of a traveller, 190 were 
een a timberſome creature, and now 2255 re as 
frightful as ever. | 

Nan. Soſtly, . heaven's ſake ſtep in 
there, and II come and ſpeak to you preſently. 

Mau. But will you come ſoon again? | 
Man. Yes, yes; don't ſpeak, nor. open the 
ddcor. (puts him in) Stay you there, my dear fi- 
bernian.— It draws N the time for our plan 
on Mr. Rupee. Oh, here's * young lady. 

[Retire 


Enter Conxnt1a, (with a better) 


Cor. Good-natur'd Mr. Lake to deli ver me 
this letter from Bellcamp! Unhappy Cornelia! 
torn for ever from the man I love, and ſacrificed 
to a wretch I deſpiſe, | " 


AIR —CorneL1a. — 


Why call to remembrance how happy I've been, 

How joyful my days, and my nights how ſerene ; 

Each a on light fancy ſtill floated in air, | 
And the ſmile on my cheek fliew'd a heart void of Care. 


Since love has poſleſs'd me, a day ures I'd try, 
Tears alone give me eaſe, and my comforts a ſigh; 
Yet in this fond boſom for ever remain, 


So ſweet is the ſmart, and ſo pleaſing the pain 


Re-enter Nancy, (with a candle.) 


Light me to my chamber. 
Nan. Yes, Ma'am. 


[ Exeunt in at center door. 
Enter 


This: nn. "3 a - 


4 Nup. ves that's te ut clan, al this 
ther ſhe's ir; irs about the time too, that 


Tommy Felltruch appointed, and 1 think, nay 
I'm ſure I ſaw the painter convey Cornelia a letter 


in the leaf of his ſketch ok oh, here comes the 
ambrous emiſfary. „ DO. 


Reventer Neuer. 


. 


Nun. I beadd ſoinedody-- f it's Mr. Rupee; 
he'll not anſwer. (ade) Who's uy Yes, it's 
he, and on the watch! Charming ! (ade) No- 
body in the way, then I'll go 0 fereh the Captain to 


my lady. 
Ru. — Oh dear Tommy Telleruth ! 


(Aide) 
Nan. (Tops #t'« der) Sir, Sit; Coptain! 
Flo. (Within) Is that Nancy? _ 
Nan. Yes, My we lady 8 gone to her 

chamber. 


Enter F donnert. | 


H. Is ſhe ? 


Nou. Ay, there's the Captain ! Oh ſweet Tom- 
wy Telltruth! (fide) | | 
an. 


Huſh, Ma'am; he's upon ye wateh. 
(apart) 


Flo. Is he? (apart) Why do I walls the pre- 
cious moments; let me fly to the ſcene of rapture 
and delight. 

Nan. This way, Sir. 

[Exeunt Florimel and Nancy, in at the center door. 
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Rup. Oh what a nooſe have I eſcaped! Ill go. 
in and kick this little ſcoundrel before her face | 


_ Hold—he's an officer. A ; why did I ne- 
glect my fencing—I'll go and cane him—no, I'll 


make her father do 2 PH expoſe them, 


and tho' I'm no Vulcan, 12 draw a net over 
2 Mars and Venus. [Exit 


Mau. (Peeping out of the ſet) Nancy! Nancy! 

Where are you? how dark it is— 
myſelf will ſtay no longer in this cupboard, I 
heard Miſs Cornelius go to her chamber, and my 


maſter I know is here in the neighbourhood, if I 
can get him into the houſe, and bring him io her— 


Grog. (Looking out of the oppoſite cloſet.) I ſay, 


2 Yo, ho! I'll weigh anchor, and clear Hen- 


o0p-bay. 
"" Naw: Is that Nancy ? 
Grog. Dark and cold as a Greenland milaight 


| 1 ſay Wa (in an under tone) 


* (Ina low voice) Who's there Bro. 
Grog. Me. — 
Manz. What is that my dear. 

Grog. Yes, its I. 

Mau. Arrah, my ſoul, why did you keep me 
ſo long in the cup-board * 8 

Grog. Why did you keep me ſo * in the 
hen- coop? 

Mau. You've got a cold, my ho you ſpeak 
quite hoarſe. 
Grog. And you ſpeak as if you had touched at 

Tipperary in your laſt voyage. 0 

Mau. Where are you? give me your hand. 

Grog. There. 

Sir T. (Without) Don't talk to me, Sir! Oh 
_ ungracious girl. | 

Mau. 
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Mau. Sir Toby! Then rl give hi m leg bail 
for my honeſty. . (runs off.) 
Kup. But, Sir Toby, let us vader, in this 


affair, | 
Grog. Rupee hot find 'me in the dark wich 


2 girl, fo > agin for de hen-co IMA 


Enter Sir Torr and Rorrz, 0 with a aa)! 


Fir T. An officer in her amber Oh the 
wicked child—but I don't believe it. 
Row. Then you wont believe che truth, Sir 
Toby. 
Sir T. You've not a doubt of it? oh the vile 
girl! a gentleman in her chamber now, and to be 
married to-morrow—huſh— who's this? 


=o 


* 


Enter Capr; BrLLCAUr. 5 


Capt. B. Shou'd I have enter'd this houſe— 
but drawn by love's irreſiſtible magnetic charm— 
Cornelia, one parting look, and then farewell for 

ever. 
Sir J. Another red-coat! Hey—Why this is 
Captain Bellcamp. 

Rup. Bellcamp! This is not the ſame perſon | 
I ſaw go into her room. (afide) 

Capt. B. If 1 cou'd but ſee her once more. 

Sir T. Then you ſee her no more | to-night. 
(advancing) 15 
Capt B. Sir Toby! 

Sir T. Yes, the injur'd Sir Toby. 


Rup, Not fo loud, Sir. 5 
3 2 Sir T. 


4% u rok MN. 

Sir E I will ſpeak loud—1 1 roar * my < 
wrongs. (in a low tone). . . 

p. Try if he'll marry her, (apart) .. & 

4 T. Not I. Look'ye, 8 . Kim a po⸗ 
ſicive, obſtinate man, and Fs upon it, 38 
that you'll marry herr. ke 

_ Capt. B. Her! Who? N 

Sir J. My daughter 8 am 2 Ta 
ſtrong man — fierce and furious as a faſting Tyger 
—and if you don't marry Cornelia, by this hand 
ou loſe my good opinion. 

Capt. B. A 2 dden change this but I'll take 
him in the humour. Well, Sir Toby, rather 
than forfeit your good opinion, 1 5 Your. 
daughter's hand. | +41 

Sir J. Give me yours—yon have her. 275 | 

up. He's bit the intrigue is with another 

man. (apart) 

Sir T. Another! Oh the jade; we'll ene Bel- 
camp in then—bulh, you mall be married im- 
mediately. | 

Capt. B. But coud'nt 1 ſee my lovely charmer ? 

Sir T. Oh yes, here Nancy. 

Rup. S death, Sir, hold the officer is wich 
her. 

a 1 1 . Captain, my daughter. 
at preſent may be engaged, 5 


Enter FLORIMEL and CoRNnELIA, (from the center 
door.) 95s 


Cote. B. Isn't that ſhe, wk a gentleman with 
her ? | 
Sir T. Undone! 
Nup. All blown ! 
Capt. B. (Aſide) Is it noffible=—Florimel ! and 
dreſs'd in a ſuit of my cioaths * 


Tr — — —— = — — — — 


TH POSITIVE MAN; - 4 


Gr. Capri gr „„ 
or T 
0 $25 Yes, eee e Nag 5 
Cor. Sir! Indeed! | | 
Kup. He eden the bai-—Livg dons tis e. 1 
pitally. (part to Sir Toby) 9 Jon 
Sir J. d given my mind. 7e knavery, 1 
cou'd cheat like an Angel. (apart 46 Rupes) | 


_ maſquerade. 
| og | Site Florimel 1 


Sir T. What is a woman he galant? 

Cor. Even ſo, Sir. 

Sir T. Mr. Rupee, you've done this capitally.” 

Rup. Me! Apropos, you, Sir Toby © cc you can 
cheat like an. angel.” 

Sir T. Only a woman! Why you moſt auda- 
cious reprobate—how dare * a woman in 
your chamber? 

Flo. Look' ye, Sir Toby, don her now, and 
ſhe'll no more be guilty of ſuch an error: with 
your leave, to my brother I reſign my poſt, and 
for a lady, Cornelia ſhall, in future, have a gen- 
tleman of the Bed- chamber. 

Rup. Then I reſign my place of gentleman 3 in 


waiting. 
Grog. (Within) Yo, ho! 


Enter Gros. 


What cheer, my y ſouls ? | 
Sir T. Eh, what more ladies in breeches ! you 
villain, how dare you be hiding i in my houſe ? (to 
Grog) 
Rup. Sir Toby, this is my friend Groggy— - 
Ha, ha, ha! 
Sir T, 


1 


It. 


05 B. But tell me, ee Kors Oy" | 
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„% vim roses Man, | 


Sir T. What! is your friend Groggy—oh | 
Lord yes, he's quite fp ſey—good- fellow, get 


2 Hack, and go to the ummums. * 


Rap. an ater Apropos, Tom, m go 


along vith you, I ſha'n't be married to- morrow. 


Grog. I find miſtreſs and maid have flipt their 
cables but no matter, we ſhall weather all forms, ©, 
and clear the rocks of deſtruction, if we have the 
gentle gales of your N nn to dice inne 
the harbour of * | 


, Is 
* 


